By     Dick    Donovan 


&.   T-^^WP 


Chatto  &  Windus    Piccadilly 


it 


mhr 


Robert  W.  Woodruff 
Library 


i 


is. 

bree 
with 

and 
'our 

5    SO 

lesh 
at— 
;.  I 
ight 


G-    Greene   Collection 


EMORY  UNIVERSITY 

Special  Collections  &  Archives 


ged, 
lple 

[NO, 


» 


BOILING    WATER    OR    MILK. 


GLYCERINE 
CUCUMBER' 


This  sweetly  scented  Emollient  Milk  is  supe 
rior  to  every  other  preparation  for  rendering 

THE   SKIN 
SOFT,  SMOOTH  &  WHITE 

It  entirely  removes  and  prevents  all 
Roughness,  Redness,  Sunburn,  Chaps. 

And  all  other  blemishes  of  the  Skin  caused  h  , 

SUMMER'S  HEAT  OR  WINTER'S  COLO 

It  keeps  the  Skin  Cool  and  Refreshed  on 
the  Hottest  Day  in  Summer,  and  Soft  anc? 
Smooth  in  the  Coldest  Winter. 

«  BEETHAM'S  "  is  the  Only  Genuine. 

Bottles,  Is.,  2s.  6d.,  of  all  Chemists  and  Per 
fumers.  Free  for  3d.  extra  by  the  Sole  Makers, 

M.BEETHAM&SON,CneiEists,Che'ttenham. 

[593  J 


WORTH    IL    GUINEA    A    BOX. 

v  PILES  ^ 

FOR  ALL 

Bilious  and  Neruous  Disorders, 

SUCH  AS 

SICK  HEADACHE,  CONSTIPATION, 

WEAK  STOMACH,  IMPAIRED  DIGESTION, 

DISORDERED  LIVER  &  FEMALE  AILMENTS. 

The  Sale  is  now  Six  Million  Boxes  per  annum. 

In  Boxes,  9jeL,  Is.  ljd.,  and  2s.  9d.  each,  with  full  directions. 
(The  Is.    ljd.    Box   contains    Fifty-six    Pills.) 

Prepared  only  by  the  Proprietor, 
THOMAS  BEECHAM,  St.  Helens,  Lancashire. 


K  EATINGS 
POWDER! 


'B-UC!S:,     i 


i&SiWk 


Sold  mT\rKWV-& 2/6 


KEATING'S 

COUGH 

LOZENGES. 

Absolutely  the  beet-known  remedy  eye* 
made  for 

COUGHS,  ASTHMA,  BRONCHITIS 

Strongly  recommended  by  the  mat 
eminent  Doctors. 


TINS  ONLY,  1/1}  and  2/9. 


33 


FOK    HOME    AND    WHEN    TRAVEIX,I1V«. 

Saves  Washing.    To  be  Burnt  after  Use. 

HARTMANN'S        s,ngle  ^JSiS?'*  °"  ' 

TQWELETTES. 

1/-  per  doz.,  fid.  per  £  doz.,  wrapped  in  White 
paper ;  1/4  per  dOz.j  wrapped  in  Blue  paper  (New 
Make) ;  2/-  per  doz.,  wrapped  in  Gold  paper ;  2/- 
per  doz.,  wrapped  in  Yellow  paper  (Special  Make, 
for  Use  after  Accouchement.)  Supplied  by  ail 
Ladies'  and  Children's  Outfitters  throughout  the 
world,  also  at  the  Army  and  Navy  and  Oi-vil  _ 
Service  Stores.  Packets  of  one  dozen  at  1/3, 1/7 
_  and  2/3,  post  free,  with  descriptive  circular,  con- 
taining 'Testimonials  from  the~Medical  Profession.  Address— "  THE  MANAGERESS," 
THE  SANITARY  WOOD  WOOL  CO.,  Ltd.,  26,  Thavies  Inn,  Holbora  Circus, London,  EC 


it 


FURNISH 

THROUGHOUT 

(Regd 


o^ 


«0& 


F>*       Cat 


& 


Go« 


Catalogue  post  free. 

HAMPSTEAD  ROAD, 
LONDON,  W. 


Edited  by  JEROME  K.  JEROME  and  ROBERT  BARR. 

THE     IDLER. 

6d.    MONTHLY 
THE  BEST  WORK  OF  THE  BEST  WRITERS  AND  THE  BEST  ARTISTS. 


Mare  Twain. 
Rudyard  Kipling. 
Bret  Harte. 
J.  M.  Barrie. 
Jerome  K.  Jerome. 
Hall  Caine. 
James  Payn.j 

I.  Bernard  Partridge. 
Irving  Montagu. 
A.  S.  Boyd. 
Ronald  Gray. 
Dudley  Hardy. 
"Cynicus." 


CONTRIBUTORS: 
W.  Clark  Russell. 
Andrew  Lang. 
Walter  Besant. 
Conan  Doyle. 
Luke  Sharp. 
E.  W.  Hornung. 
Geo.  R.  Sims. 

A  RTISTS  .— 

J.  GULICH. 

Fred  Pegeam. 
Hal  Hurst. 
R.  Jack. 
E.  M.  Jessop. 
Miss  Hammond. 


I.  Zangwill. 
Eden  Phillpotts. 
F.  W.  Robinson. 
BarrV  Pain. 
Grant  Allen. 
W.  L.  Alden. 


J.  F.  Sullivan. 
Geo.  Hutchinson. 
H.  C.  Seppings  Wright. 
Sydney  Cowell. 
&c. 


SPECIAL  FEATURES  APPEARING  MONTHLY  IN 

THE     IDLER. 

A   SERIES  OF  ARTICLES  BY  ALL  THE  MOST  POPULAR  AUTHORS, 

entitled 

"MY     FIRST    BOOK." 


WALTER  BESANT. 
JAME3  PAYN. 
W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 
GRANT  ALLEN. 


BY 

HALL  CAINE. 
G.  R.  SIMS. 
HISS  BRADDON. 
RUDYARD  KIPLING. 
JEROME  K.  JEROME,  &c.  &c 


J.  M.  BARRIE. 
CONAN  DOYLE. 
RIDER  HAGGARD. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


A   SERIES   OP   POWERFUL   SHORT   STORIES  BY 


RUDYARD  KIPLING. 
W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 


CONAN  DOYLE. 
ROBERT  BARR. 

&c.    &c. 


BRET  HARTE. 
W.  L.  ALDEN. 


THE    IDLERS'    CLUB, 

By  G.  R.  SIMS.  BARRY  PAIN,  I.  ZANGWILL,  LUKE  SHARP,  JOSEPH  HATT01, 
EDEN   PHILLPOTTS,  CLEMENT  SCOTT,  MRS.  LINTON,  &c.  *c. 

London  :  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  214,  Piccadilly,  W. 


SUSPICION   AROUSED 


DICK     DONOVAN 


AUTHOR    OF        THE    MAN-HUNTER,  CAUGHT   AT   LAST,         'TRACKED   AND    TAKEN, 

"WHO    POISONED    HETTY    DUNCAN?"    "  THE    MAN    FROM    MANCHESTER,' 

"TRACKED   TO   DOOM,"    "a    DETECTIVE'S   TRIUMPHS,'     "  WANTED  !  " 

"  IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE  LAW,"    "  FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED," 

"  LINK   BV  LINK,'     ETC. 


HonBou 

CHATTO    &    WINDUS,   PICCADILLY 

1893 


CONTENTS. 


Spoiling  theiii  Game- 
At  the  Dawn  of  Day 
The  Geeat  Diamond  Frauds 

A  Widow's  Mite        

The  Fatal  Foety      

The  Marfield  Mystery 

Foiled 

The  Stoey  of  Billy  the  Bagman 

A  Despeeate  Ventuee        

The  Teue  Stoey  of  Peecy  Mapleton  Lefeoy 

The  Melville  Poisoning  Case 

The  Strange  Stoey  of  an  Old  Man's  Love  .. 
A  Polished  Impostoe  


PAGE 

...  1 

...  20 
...  39 
...  60 
...  75 
...  93 
...  116 
...  129 
...  163 
...  178 
...  212 
...  253 
...  287 


SUSPICION    AROUSED. 


SPOILING   THEIR   GAME. 

One  autumn  evening  I  was  waiting  on  the  railway 
platform  at  Edinburgh  for  the  train  to  London,  having 
about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  spare,  and,  in  accordance 
with  my  wont,  I  was  deeply  interested  in  the  many 
different  types  of  my  fellowmen  who  constantly  passed 
and  repassed  before  me.  I  don't  know  of  any  place 
where  the  leading  characteristics  of  individuals  display 
themselves  so  prominently  as  they  do  at  a  railway 
station.  It  is  a  place  where  less  politeness  and  more 
selfishness  is  shown  than  anywhere  else.  I  was 
particularly  amused  with  a  lady  of  uncertain  age,  and 
of  the  gorilla  order  of  beauty,  who,  surrounded  by  many 
parcels,  bundles,  ani  wraps,  had  button-holed  a  porter, 
who,  in  view  of  the  probable  "  tip,"  was  exercising  his 
patience  as  best  he  could. 

"  Is  this  the  London  train,  porter  ?  "  asked  the  lady. 

"  Yes,  mum." 

"  When  does  it  start  ?  " 

"  In  ten  minutes,  mum." 

"  F/om  here  ?  " 

"  Y.  s." 

"  Will  you  get  me  a  seat  ?  " 
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"  What  class,  mum  ?  " 

"  Third,  of  course." 

Here  the  porter  began  to  gather  up  her  many  pack- 
ages when  she  exclaimed — 

"  Oh,  porter,  don't  handle  those  things  as  if  they 
were  sacks  of  coal ;  and,  look  here,  be  sure  you  don  t 
let  that  brown  paper  parcel  fall,  because  there  is  some- 
thing in  it  that  will  break." 

The  porter  made  no  response,  but  opened  the  door  of 
a  third  class  compartment,  when  the  lady  inquired — 

"  Is  this  a  third  class  ?  " 

"  Yes,  mum." 

"  It's  not  smoking,  I  hope  ?  " 

"  No,  mum." 

"  You  are  quite  sure  it's  not  a  smoking  carriage  ?  " 

"  Perfectly  sure." 

"  I  think  it  is  an  abominable  shame  that  the  railway 
companies  permit  smoking  at  all  on  Iheir  railways." 

"  Will  you  sit  with  your  back  or  face  to  the  engine  ?  " 
asked  the  porter. 

"  Which  way  does  the  train  go  ?  " 

"  That  way." 

"  Then  I'll  sit  with  my  back  to  the  engine.  No,  I 
won't ;  I'll  sit  the  other  way."  Here  she  almost  broke 
into  a  scream  as  she  exclaimed — "  Porter,  you  told  me 
this  wasn't  a  smoking  carriage." 

"  No  more  it  isn't,"  answered  the  man,  with  a  growl. 

"  But  I  am  sure  somebody  has  been  smoking  in  it." 

"  Very  likely,  mum,  we  can't  keep  our  eyes  on  every- 
body." ' 

"  Well,  it's  shameful,  that  it  is  !  If  I  had  my  way 
I'd  shoot  all  the  men  that  smoked." 

"  Then  there  would  be  none  left,  mum,  except  a  few 
male  old  women." 
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"  And  a  good  job  too,"  said  the  lady  snappishly. 

"  But  the  ladies  wouldn't  think  so  perhaps," 
suggested  the  porter  slyly. 

"Oh,  women  are  fools  !  " 

"  Yes,  mum,  some  of  'em  are." 

This  particular  lady  did  not  notice  the  irony  in  the 
man's  speech,  and  she  insisted  on  having  all  her  things 
removed  into  another  compartment ;  and  having  again 
catechized  the  porter  as  to  whether  it  was  third  class, 
non-smoking,  and  if  he  was  sure  it  was  the  right 
train,  how  often  did  it  stop,  would  she  have  to  change 
carriages,  what  time  did  it  arrive  in  the  morning,  &c, 
she  fumbled  in  her  pocket  for  her  purse,  and  having 
found  it,  she  presented  the  man  with  the  munificent  sum 
of  a  penny.  Then  she  proceeded  to  settle  herself  in  the 
seat,  trying  first  one  way,  then  another,  next  she  banged 
the  door  and  spread  a  rug  over  her  knees,  then  she 
began  to  hunt  about  for  her  ticket,  and  having  searched 
every  place  where  it  was  not,  and  got  very  excited,  she 
found  it  at  last  in  her  glove.  Now  a  porter  came  up 
with  another  lady,  and  number  one  glowered  and 
scowled  as  though  she  thought  that  the  entrance  of  any 
one  else  into  that  particular  compartment,  in  which  she 
had  a  right  to  one  seat  only,  was  an  outrageous 
intrusion  not  to  be  tolerated. 

While  I  stood  watching  this  scene  and  feeling  highly 
amused,  the  stationmaster,  with  whom  I  was  well 
acquainted,  approached  me. 

"  Grood  evening,  sir,"  he  remarked.  "  You  are 
going  up  to  the  village,  I  think  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  have  some  business  there." 

"  Well,  your  presence  is  very  opportune." 

"  Indeed.     Anything  on  ?  " 

"  Yes.     I  think,  with  your  aid,  we  can  accomplish 
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now  what  we  have  been  long  trying  to  accomplish; 
but  you  will  appreciate  the  difficulties  that  lie  in  our 
way." 

"  "Well,  if  I  can  be  of  any  service,  pray  command 


me." 


"  I  knew  we  could  count  on  you,  and  you  can,  I 
believe,  render  the  railway  company  a  very  great 
service  indeed." 

"  Pray  explain." 

"  Will  you  walk  down  the  platform  with  me?"  he 
answered.  "  There  are  still  eight  minutes  to  spare 
before  the  train  starts." 

Agreeable  to  this  request,  I  strolled  along  with  him 
for  about  fifty  yards,  when  he  stopped  and  pointed  to  a 
well-dressed  man,  wearing  a  handsome  coat  trimmed 
with  fur  at  collar  and  cuffs,  and  carrying  a  costly  rail- 
way rug  over  his  arm.  He  was  buying  some  papers  at 
the  bookstall,  and  had  all  the  appearance  of  a  well-to-do 
gentleman. 

"  You  see  that  fellow  ? "  whispered  the  station- 
master. 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  he  is  one  of  the  most  notorious  cardsharpers 
in  the  whole  of  Great  Britain,  perhaps.  He  travels  all 
over  the  country,  and  makes  a  fat  living.  He  came 
down  here  a  few  days  ago.  He  travelled  here  by  the 
Great  Northern,  and  fleeced  some  of  the  passengers. 
He  is  going  up  to  town  again  to-night,  and  has  a 
London  and  North- Western  ticket.  He  has  booked  for 
Euston,  but,  of  course,  it  is  probable  he  may  get  out 
somewhere  on  the  road  if  he  has  a  good  haul." 

"  If  you  know  all  this,  why  have  you  not  arrested 
him  before  now  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Ah,  that's  where  the  difficulty  is.     Passengers  who 
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have  been  fleeced  won't  take  the  trouble,  or  are  too 
much  ashamed  of  themselves  to  appear  against  him ;  and 
he  is  so  cute  and  so  sharp,  that  though  we  have  set  traps 
for  him  he  has  nosed  them  out,  and  would  not  be 
trapped." 

"  I  understand.  And  so  you  want  me  to  try  what  I 
can  do  ?  " 

"  Precisely  " 

"  But  I  shall  want  the  co-operation  of  the  company." 

"  Oh,  you  can  count  on  that,  and  the  company  will 
gladly  defray  every  possible  expense.  There  are  a  good 
many  gentlemen  returning  to  London  to-night  by 
this  train,  and  this  fellow  hopes  to  make  a  rich  haul. 
Will  you  undertake  to  spoil  his  little  game  ?  " 

'*  I  will  try,"  I  remarked,  as  I  studied  the  face  of  the 
man  in  the  fur-trimmed  coat. 

"  He  has  a  confederate,"  continued  the  station- 
master.  "  I  haven't  seen  him  yet  on  the  platform,  but 
no  doubt  he  will  turn  up.  As  to  how  you  will  lay 
your  trap  that  is  a  matter  entirely  for  you  to  decide. 
I  have  no  doubt  at  all  you  will  be  able  to  outwit  him." 

I  felt  a  little  flattered  by  the  compliment,  and 
requested  the  stationmaster  to  telegraph  to  all  the 
stopping  places  on  the  route,  and  ask  that  a  plain-clothes 
policeman  might  be  on  the  platform  in  case  I  should 
require  his  services ;  and  in  order  that  I  might  recognize 
him,  he  was  to  tie  a  white  pocket-handkerchief  round  his 
throat. 

These  preliminaries  settled,  the  stationmaster  left  me, 
wishing  me  success,  for  he  said  that  the  sharper  was  an 
intolerable  nuisance,  and  if  legal  evidence  was  only 
forthcoming,  the  fellow  woidd  get  a  long  term  of 
imprisonment.  I  kept  my  eye  on  the  man  whom  I  was 
so  unexpectedly  called  upon  to  shadow,  and  I  saw  him 
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go  up  and  down  the  platform,  and  peer  into  the 
different  carriages  as  if  selecting  his  victim.  Then  I 
saw  another  well-dressed  man  join  him  for  a  moment 
and  whisper  something  to  him.  "Whereupon  number 
one  went  to  a  particular  carriage  in  which  were  two 
young  swells  who  seemed  to  belong  to  the  aristocracy. 
Into  this  compartment  the  sharper  got,  and  in  a  few 
moments  I  followed ;  and  just  as  the  train  was  in 
motion  the  confederate  rushed  up  with  a  porter  after 
him.  The  door  was  hurriedly  opened,  the  confederate 
sprang  in,  the  porter  flung  in  a  rug  and  bag  after  him, 
banged  the  door  with  that  terrific  bang  which  delighteth 
the  heart  of  your  railway  porter  so  much,  then  the  train 
increased  its  speed,  and  we  were  rushing  forth  into  the 
night. 

The  confederate,  breathless  and  apparently  exhausted, 
sank  down  on  the  seat,  and  the  sharper,  with  a  pleasant 
smile,  remarked— 

"  You've  had  a  narrow  squeak,  sir." 

"  Yes,  confound  it !  "  gasped  the  confederate.  "  Saved 
it  by  the  skin  of  my  teeth  only." 

"  Ah,  there's  nothing  like  punctuality,"  remarked  the 
sharper,  with  the  air  of  a  benign  philosopher.  "  A  man 
has  no  business  to  be  late." 

"  Hasn't  he  ? "  growled  the  confederate,  looking 
fierce  and  angry.  "  I  suppose  you  are  one  of  the  band- 
box sort  of  people  who  do  everything  with  the  precision 
of  clockwork.  "Well,  all  I've  got  to  say  is  I  hate 
them." 

"  Well,  you  needn't  be  rude,"  answered  the  sharper, 
as  he  exchanged  his  well-polished  tile  for  a  travelling- 
cap,  and  began  to  spread  his  rug  over  his  knees. 

"  Who  the  devil  is  rude  ?  "  demanded  the  confederate 
menacingly. 
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"  You  are  !  "  was  the  sharp  answer. 

"  You  began  it.  I'm  a  stranger  to  you,  and  you  had 
no  business  to  make  an  offensive  remark." 

"  I  didn't !  " 

"  Yes,  you  did  !  " 

"  Well,  don't  address  yourself  to  me  any  more  or  I'll 
pull  your  nose  !  " 

"  Will  you,  by—" 

"  Cfentlemen,  gentlemen,"  I  interposed,  "  pray  don't 
quarrel.  I'm  sure  there  is  nothing  to  lose  your 
tempers  about." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  want  to  quarrel,"  said  the  sharper. 

"  And  I'm  sure  I  don't,"  responded  the  confederate. 

"  That's  all  right,  then,"  I  said ;  "  pray  let  the 
subject  drop." 

They  each  professed  to  be  satisfied,  and  proceeded  to 
settle  themselves  in  their  respective  places. 

Our  fellow  passengers  were  two  fashionably-dressed 
young  men,  evidently  brothers  by  the  strong  likeness 
they  bore  to  each  other ;  and  from  their  costly  rugs, 
their  diamond  rings  and  pins,  they  did  not  seem  to 
lack  this  world's  goods.  These  young  men  occupied  a 
corner  each,  I  and  the  sharper  the  other  corners,  and 
the  confederate  had  a  middle  seat.  It  was  not  a 
smoking  carriage,  but  presently  the  sharper  drew  out 
a  cigar-case  with  a  silver  monogram  on  it,  and  asked 
if  any  one  objected  to  smoking. 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  said  the  confederate. 

The  sharper  appealed  to  me  and  the  two  young 
men,  and  as  we  offered  no  objection,  he  said, 
addressing  his  confederate — 

"  The  majority  is  against  you,  sir.  Therefore  I 
shall  smoke." 

"And  by  heaven,  if  you  do,  I'll  throw  your  cigar 
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out  of  the  window,  and  lodge  a  complaint  against 
you  at  the  next  station.  I  particularly  requested  to 
be  put  into  a  non-smoking  carriage.     I  hate  smoke. 

"  Gentlemen,  what  do  you  say  ? "  exclaimed  the 
sharper,  and  he  produced  a  box  of  matches. 

"Well,  sir,"  I  put  in,  "this  gentleman  is  quite 
within  his  rights  in  objecting ;  therefore  I  think  you 
ought  not  to  smoke." 

"All  right,"  he  remarked,  with  a  contemptuous 
shrug  of  the  shoulders  as  he  restored  his  smoking 
gear  to  his  pocket  again,  and  then,  with  a  scowl  at 
the  confederate,  he  muttered — "  You  are  a  cad  !  " 

"  And  you  are  a  bully  !  "  retorted  the  other. 

This  bit  of  acting  was  cleverly  done,  and  simulated 
truth  very  closely  ;  but  I  wasn't  deceived  by  it,  and  I 
waited  patiently  for  further  developments.  The 
sharper  now  settled  himself  snugly  in  his  corner,  pulled 
his  cap  down  over  his  eyes,  and  pretended  to  sleep. 
After  we  had  passed  Melrose,  however,  he  started  up, 
appealed  to  his  watch,  yawned,  and  then  remarked — 

"  This  is  dreadfully  slow  work.  What  do  you  say, 
gentlemen,  to  a  game  at  cards — pour  passer  le  temps  ?  " 
Nobody  spoke.     "  Will  you  play,  sir  ?  "     This  to  me. 

"  No,  thank  you,"  I  replied.  "  I  don't  care  about 
it." 

Then  he  asked  the  two  young  men,  but  they 
declined.  For  a  moment  or  two  he  looked  at  his 
confederate  as  though  it  was  in  his  mind  to  ask  him, 
but  finally,  with  a  sneer  and  without  speaking,  he 
sank  into  his  corner  again.  He  did  not  remain 
inactive  long,  however,  for  once  more  he  roused 
himself  up,  and  appealing  to  the  young  gentlemen, 
he  urged  them  to  play,  and  opening  a  little  black 
handbag  he  produced  a    pack  of   cards  and  a  small 
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folding  board  covered  with  green  baize.  "  Come  on, 
let  us  have  a  game  at  Nap  for  penny  points,"  he 
said  as  he  began  to  shuffle  the  cards. 

"  No,  I  won't  play.  In  fact,  I  don't  understand 
Nap,"  answered  one  of  the  brothers. 

"  Nor  I,"  said  the  other. 

Then  the  sharper  asked  me,  but  I  also  declined, 
telling  him  I  wished  to  sleep,  as  I  was  very  tired. 

"  Well,  well,  this  is  extraordinary,"  he  remarked  dole- 
fully, and  he  was  about  to  restore  the  cards  and  board 
to  the  bag  again,  when  he  suddenly  changed  his  mind, 
and,  placing  the  board  on  his  knees,  he  selected  three 
cards,  one  the  deuce  of  hearts,  the  other  the  three  of 
clubs,  and  the  third  the  knave  of  spades.  Dexterously 
shuffling  them  about,  he  held  them  up,  and  showed  them 
to  us,  then  he  turned  them  down  on  the  board  again 
and  moved  them  quickly.  "  Now,  gentlemen,"  he  said, 
"  I'll  bet  any  one  a  level  sovereign  he  can't  pick  out  the 
knave."  There  was  dead  silence.  No  one  offered  to 
take  the  bet;  no  one  spoke.  "  "Well,  upon  my  word," 
he  exclaimed,  "  this  is  extraordinary,"  and  once  more 
he  picked  up  the  cards  and  held  them  before  our  eyes. 
"  Come  on,  gentlemen.  I'll  give  two  to  one.  What  do 
you  say  ?  " 

"  Will  you  give  five  to  one  ?  "  asked  the  confederate. 

"  Do  you  think  I'm  a  fool  ?  "  sneered  the  sharper. 
"Besides,  I  don't  want  to  have  anything  to  do  with 
you." 

"  Don't  you !  "  was  the  snarling  answer.  "  Well,  I 
do  think  you  are  a  fool  if  you  want  me  to  reply  to  your 
question." 

"  Look  here,"  cried  the  sharper,  with  suppressed 
passion,  "  have  you  a  five-pound  note  ?  " 

"  What  has  that  got  to  do  with  you." 
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"  Pooh. !  I  don't  suppose  you've  got  five  pounds  to 
bless  yourself  with." 
"  Don't  you  !  " 

"  No,  I  don't.  But  if  you  have  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll 
do.  I'll  bet  you  ten  pounds  to  five  you  can't  pick  out 
the  knave."  He  had  shuffled  the  three  cards  again, 
and  they  were  lying  on  the  board.  Suddenly  the 
confederate  stretched  out  his  hand,  placed  it  on  the 
middle  card  saying — 

"  I'll  take  you  on  that  bet.  Gentlemen,  you  are 
witness — ten  pounds  to  five.  This  is  the  card."  Here 
he  held  up  the  card  triumphantly,  and  sure  enough  it 
was  the  knave. 

The  sharper  seemed  furious. 

"  You  took  an  unfair  advantage  there,"  he  said, 
"  and  I  won't  pay." 

"  "Won't  you  ?  "  cried  the  confederate.  "  Then,  by 
Greorge,  I'll  give  you  in  charge  as  a  sharper  !  " 

"  Gentlemen,  this  man  is  a  blackguard,"  said  the 
sharper,  with  flashing  eyes.  "  But  there,  I'll  appeal  to 
you  and  rest  by  your  decision.  If  you  say  I  ought  to 
pay  the  ten  pounds,  I'll  pay  it." 

We  agreed  that  he  should  pay  it,  whereupon  he 
opened  a  porte-monnaie,  from  which  he  took  two  crisp  five- 
pound  Bank  of  England  notes,  and  tossed  them  at  the 
confederate,  who  picked  them  up,  examined  them 
critically,  and  as  he  put  them  in  his  pocket,  said — 
"  Ah,  I  had  you  there  !  " 

"  Well,  now,  look  here,"  exclaimed  the  sharper,  "  I'll 
bet  you  fifty  pounds  to  ten  you  don't  pick  out  the  knave 
again." 

"  I'm  not  such  an  idiot,"  said  the  confederate, 
with  a  provoking  laugh.  "  I'm  going  to  stick  to 
that  ten." 
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"  Well,  I  hope  it  will  do  you  good.  Come  on,  sir, 
will  you  have  a  trial  ?  "     This  to  me. 

I  said  "  No,"  but  said  it  in  a  way  that  seemed  to 
imply  I  should  like  to  do  so.  So  he  urged  me 
strenuously,  and  at  last  I  asked  if  he  would  give  me  ten 
to  five,  and  he  said  he  would.  I  therefore  agreed  to 
take  the  bet,  so  he  proceeded  to  shuffle  the  cards,  then 
dropped  them  on  the  board,  and  said — 

"  Now,  sir.     Which  is  the  card  ?  " 

I  picked  up  the  right-hand  one.  It  was  the  knave. 
"  Give  me  ten  pounds,"  I  said. 

He  looked  flabbergasted,  and  the  confederate  burst 
into  a  mocking  roar  of  laughter,  and  said  to  him — 
"  Well,  you  are  a  griffin.  Why,  you  don't  know  how  to 
do  it." 

The  sharper  made  no  reply  to  this,  but  seemed  very 
downcast.  However,  he  gave  me  two  five-pound  notes, 
which  were  genuine  enough,  and  I  put  them  into  my 
pocket.  As  we  were  now  nearing  Carlisle,  he  restored 
the  board  and  pack  of  cards  to  his  bag.  But  ten 
minutes  after  we  had  left  the  station,  in  continuation  of 
our  journey,  he  got  his  stock-in-trade  out  again  and  told 
the  confederate  that  he  ought  to  give  him  a  chance  of 
winning  back  his  money,  but  the  confederate  said  he 
wasn't  such  a  fool,  and  he  intended  to  stick  to  the  ten 
pounds.  Then  he  tried  me,  but  I  expressed  reluctance, 
and  so  he  turned  his  attention  to  the  two  young  gentle- 
men, and  at  last  one  of  them  was  tempted,  but  he  would 
only  risk  a  sovereign,  which  he  lost.  Then  the  sharper 
said  he  would  bet  a  level  two,  which  was  taken,  and  he 
exposed  the  right  card  so  plainly  that  no  one  who 
watched  could  be  mistaken,  and  the  young  fellow  easily 
picked  it  out,  and  received  the  two  pounds. 

The  bait  having  taken,  the  sharper  made  the  best  of 
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his  opportunity,  and  the  two  brothers  both  made  guesses. 
Sometimes  they  were  right,  and  sometimes  they  were 
wrong.  Money  changed  hands  frequently,  but  neither 
side  lost  anything  nor  won  anything.  They  kept  even. 
I  need  scarcely  say,  perhaps,  that  I  was  not  deceived  by 
this.  I  was  too  well  acquainted  with  the  ways  of 
sharpers  to  suppose  that  this  rascal  didn't  know  what 
he  was  doing.  He  believed  he  had  got  hold  of  two 
griffins,  and  he  intended  to  pluck  them.  But  it  had  to 
be  done  cautiously,  or  they  might  take  fright.  He  now 
proposed  that  they  should  have  an  even  bet  of  three 
pounds,  which  was  accepted.  The  elder  of  the  two 
brothers  guessed  first  and  lost.  The  second  followed 
and  lost  also. 

"  Come,    gentlemen,   double    or   quits  ? "    said    the 
sharper,  encouragingly. 

The  brothers  assented,  and  again  they  lost. 

"  Double  or  quits  again  ?  "  cried  the  sharper. 

"  Done  !  "  said  the  brothers,  who  were  getting  a  little 
desperate. 

Again  they  lost. 

"I'll   continue ;    double   or   quits  ? "  remarked   the 
three-card  man,  in  a  benevolent  tone. 

"  We'll  take  you,"  was  the  answer,  and  once  again 
the  sharper  scored. 

By  this  time  the  brothers  had  lost  £24  each,  and 
they  looked  somewhat  disconcerted. 

"  Will     you    have    another    chance  ? "    asked    the 
younger  of  the  two  brothers. 

"  Certainly." 

"  Double  or  quits  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  my  dear  sir,"  answered  the  sharper,  with 
a  pleasant  smile. 

This  time  the  luck  turned.     The  brothers  won,  and 
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their  faces  beamed  with  smiles.  The  sharper  took  a 
leather  case  from  his  pocket  and  opened  it.  It  seemed 
to  be  crammed  with  bank-notes,  and  he  was  about  to 
count  out  the  brothers'  winnings  when  he  stopped  and 
said — 

"Look  here,  gentlemen,  give  me  my  revenge.  I'll 
bet  you  a  level  hundred  each  that  you  don't  guess  right 
in  two  times  out  of  three." 

The  brothers,  after  a  few  moments'  hesitation, 
consented. 

They  lost,  of  course,  and  the  smile  faded  from  their 
faces. 

"  That's  a  hundred  and  twenty-four  each,  gentlemen," 
remarked  the  sharper  coolly  and  collectedly.  "  Shall 
we  go  on  or  stop  ?  " 

The  brothers  whispered  together,  then  the  elder  said — - 
"  Yes,  we'll  go  on  if  you  like.  I'll  be  responsible  for 
the  two  payments,  and  I'll  make  it  double  or  quits 
again." 

To  this  the  sharper  affected  to  demur  ;  but  he  knew 
his  book  too  well  to  miss  such  a  chance.  He  was 
perfectly  well  aware  that  all  the  odds  were  in  his 
favour,  and  it  was  not  often  that  he  had  the  chance  of 
making  such  a  haul  as  he  had  now.  So  he  consented 
with  apparent  reluctance.  The  cards  were,  therefore, 
shuffled,  placed,  and  the  griffin  was  told  to  select.  It 
was  an  anxious  and  exciting  moment.  There  was  a 
nervous  look  in  his  eyes,  and  his  face  was  anxious  and 
pale.     He  made  his  selection.     It  was  wrong. 

"  The  luck's  against  you,  sir,"  remarked  the  sharper 
pleasantly,  "  but  it  will  come  back.  What  do  you  say 
now,  shall  we  continue  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  exclaimed  the  young  man  with  dignity, 
as  though  he  was  too  proud  to  confess  his  defeat. 
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"  Good.     What  shall  the  betting  be  ?  " 

"  Double  or  quits." 

"  Grood  again  !  Come  on,  then.  One,  two,  three. 
Now,  then,  which  card  will  you  take  ?  " 

The  young  man  hesitated.  The  look  of  nervous 
anxiety  in  his  face  was  pitiable.  He  knew  that  if  he 
lost  now  his  debt  would  be  nearly  a  thousand  pounds. 
It  was  a  large  sum  to  forfeit  in  such  a  foolish  way  ; 
and  perhaps  it  never  occurred  to  him  that  the  debt 
could  not  be  legally  enforced,  nor,  indeed,  was  he 
under  any  moral  obligation  to  pay  money  for  bets  on 
cards  under  such  circumstances.  But  it  was  plain  to 
see  that  he  was  a  man  of  good  birth  and  breeding,  and 
no  doubt  he  would  regard  this  as  a  debt  of  honour. 
He  made  his  selection  at  last,  and  of  course  he  chose 
the  wrong  card.  The  whiteness  of  his  face  increased, 
and  he  said — 

"  I  have  been  a  fool,  but  you  shall  have  the  money." 

"  Well,  I'll  give  you  one  more  chance,"  observed  the 
sharper. 

"  No  more  chances,"  replied  the  young  man  firmly. 

"  As  you  will."  Then,  turning  to  me,  he  asked  me  if 
I  would  have  a  "  flutter."  I  assented,  and  I  lost  the 
ten  pounds  I  had  won,  and  another  ten  pounds  besides. 
I  refused  to  continue,  and  as  the  confederate  was 
apparently  sound  asleep,  with  his  chin  buried  deep  in 
his  coat-collar,  the  sharper  had  no  more  worlds  to 
conquer,  so  he  put  up  his  tools,  and  began  to  gather  his 
small  belongings  together,  saying — 

"  We're  nearing  Rugby.  I  get  out  here.  Is  it 
convenient,  sir,  for  you  to  give  me  the  money  now  ?  " 

"  No,"  answered  the  young  man,  "  but  here  is  my 
card.  Give  me  your  address,  and  I  will  send  a 
cheque." 
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He  handed  the  sharper  his  card.     The  fellow  looked 

at  it,   and  read  off  the  name,  "  Henry,  Lord ." 

Then,  as  he  put  the  card  into  his  pocket,  he  said — 
"  Good,  my  Lord.  Your  social  position  is  a  guarantee 
for  the  payment  of  this  debt  of  honour.  But  perhaps 
your  Lordship  will  kindly  scribble  me  an  I.O.U." 

His  Lordship  complied  with  the  request.  He  tore  a 
leaf  from  his  notebook,  asked  the  man  for  his  name, 
and  received  for  answer,  "  Eichard  "Waring  Eastman." 
Then  he  wrote  on  the  slip  of  paper  : — 

Richard  Waring  Eastman, 

I.O.U. 

Nine  Hundred  and  Ninety-two  Pounds  (£992). 

Henry,  Lord 

Bruton  Street,  Mayfair,  London. 

Eichard  Waring  Eastman  took  the  document, 
scrutinized  it  to  see  that  it  was  in  order,  and  as  he 
carefully  placed  it  in  his  pocket-book,  a  look  of  keen 
satisfaction  sat  on  his  face. 

"  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  my  Lord,"  he  said, 
"  and  I  hope  the  next  time  you  play  you  will  be  more 
fortunate.  I  will  give  you  your  revenge  any  time  and 
anywhere." 

"  I  shall  not  exact  it,"  answered  his  Lordship  loftily. 

Eastman  bowed,  and  shrugging  his  shoulders  said — 

"  As  you  will.  I  have  made  the  offer.  I  can  do  no 
more." 

The  train  now  began  to  slow  down  as  we  neared 
Eugby.  Daylight  was  breaking.  It  was  a  beautiful, 
fresh  morning,  and  there  was  a  delicate  flush  in  the 
sky.  Everything  stood  out  sharply  and  clear  cut,  and 
the  lights  of  the  town  were  paling  before  the  dawn. 
As  the  brakes  were  applied  more  vigorously,  the  con- 
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federate,  who  had  been  sleeping  through  the  scene  I  have 
described,  sprang  up  with  a  start,  and  exclaimed — 

"  Hullo  !  what  station  is  this  ? 

"  Rugby,"  I  answered. 

"  By  Jove  !  I  get  out  here,"  he  said,  hastily  folding 
up  his  rug,  and  lifting  a  small  handbag  from  the  rack. 
Then  noticing  that  the  sharper  was  prepared  to  leave 
the  train,  he  said  in  well -simulated  tones  of  surprise — 
"  What,  you  don't  mean  to  say  you  get  out  here,  do 
you  ?  " 

"  "Why  shouldn't  I  ?  Are  you  the  only  person 
privileged  to  get  out  at  Rugby  ?  " 

"  Oh  dear,  no  !  "  answered  the  other,  with  a  sneer  of 
concentrated  scorn. 

Further  conversation  was  prevented  now  by  the 
train  pulling  up  at  the  platform.  Eastman  handed  his 
rug  and  other  things  to  a  porter,  and  then  got  out. 
His  confederate  followed,  and  I  whispered  hurriedly  to 

Lord   ,   saying,    "  Make   your  mind   easy.     You 

won't  have  to  pay  that  money.  Those  two  fellows  are 
cardsharpers.  I  am  a  detective,  and  am  going  to 
arrest  them." 

His  Lordship  made  some  response,  but  I  did  not 
catch  what  it  was,  as  I  was  anxious  not  to  lose  sight  of 
my  men.  So  I  left  the  carriage,  glanced  about,  and 
saw  a  tall,  powerful-looking  man  coming  towards  me 
with  a  white  handkerchief  tied  round  his  neck.  I 
went  to  him. 

"  My  name  is  Donovan,"  I  said.  "  Gret  hold  of  that 
man,"  pointing  to  the  confederate,  who  was  some  yards 
behind  his  companion,  but  both  were  making  for  the 
hotel,  and  no  doubt  were  highly  delighted  with  their 
night's  work,  which  would  have  been  only  too  success- 
ful if  I  had  not  spoilt  their  little  game. 
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I  hurried  up  to  Eastman,  laid  my  hand  heavily  on 
his  shoulder,  and  said — 

"  I  arrest  you  as  a  cardsharper  and  swindler." 

The  sudden  and  unexpected  shock  almost  caused  him 
to  fall  to  the  ground,  and  I  noted  that  his  face  went  as 
white  as  a  sheet.  He  turned  upon  me  fiercely  and 
exclaimed — 

"  What  do  you  mean,  fellow  ? "  Then,  as  he 
recognized  me,  he  blanched  still  more,  if  that  were 
possible,  and  with  a  sickly  smile  said — ■"  Oh,  I  say, 
come,  this  sort  of  joking  is  not  pleasant,  you  know. 
It's  not  even  funny,  and  you  may  get  yourself  into 
trouble." 

"  No,"  I  answered,  "  it's  not  funny  nor  pleasant  for 
you;  that  I  can  well  understand.     You  would  rather 

be  swindling  that  silly  young  gentleman,  Lord  ■ , 

out  of  more  money." 

"  Who  are  you,  fellow  ?  "  he  demanded  savagely. 

"  A  detective,  who  was  put  on  your  track  at  Edin- 
burgh." 

"  You  are  a  scoundrel,  and  are  making  a  mistake  for 
which  you  will  have  to  pay  dearly." 

"  I  will  risk  all  that,"  I  remarked,  as  I  gripped  his 
arm  tightly.  He  wrenched  himself  free,  and  seemed 
disposed  to  make  off ;  but  I  seized  him  again,  and  as 
he  offered  some  resistance  I  beckoned  to  an  inspector, 
who  grasped  the  situation  at  once,  and  between  us  we 
held  the  fellow  until  a  policeman  came  up  and  hand- 
cuffed him.  In  the  meantime,  the  other  man  had  been 
secured,  and  they  were  at  once  conveyed  to  the  station. 
The  only  luggage  they  had  was  a  bag  each  and  a  few 
odds  and  ends.  When  they  were  searched,  about  a 
hundred  pounds  were  found  between  them  in  Bank  of 
England  notes  and  gold  ;  and  they  had  a  quantity  of 
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most  excellent  imitation  notes  representing  a  sum  of 
nearly  two  thousand  pounds.  In  an  uncertain  light 
these  notes  might  easily  have  been  taken  for  genuine 
ones.  In  addition,  several  packs  of  cards  were  found 
in  Eastman's  bag,  and,  on  examination,  they  were  all 
found  to  be  marked.  There  was  also  a  box  and  some 
dice,  a  false  beard  and  moustache,  and  an  admirably 
made  wig.  The  other  fellow  also  had  a  false  beard, 
moustache,  and  wig  in  his  bag. 

There  was  now  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  they 
were  in  league  together,  and  unmitigated  rascals,  and 
the  company's  officers  expressed  their  great  satisfaction 
that  they  had  at  last  been  brought  to  book,  for  com- 
plaints about  them  had  been  numerous.  But  they  had 
played  their  game  once  too  often,  and  now  the  law 
stepped  in  and  won. 

Eastman  turned  out  to  be  a  fellow  by  the  name  of 
Arthur  Blanch,  who  had  suffered  two  years'  imprison- 
ment for  swindling.  He  was  well  educated,  having 
originally  been  a  schoolmaster ;  but  he  had  chosen  to 
live  by  his  wits,  and  though  he  must  have  had  a  pretty 
good  harvest,  retribution  had  at  last  overtaken  him. 
His  companion  was  an  inferior  rascal  by  the  name  of 
Thomas  Atkinson.  He,  too,  had  suffered  imprison- 
ment. He  had  been  a  draper's  assistant  originally, 
and  had  robbed  his  master.  He  had  met  Blanch  in 
prison,  and  they  agreed  to  enter  into  partnership  on 
their  release.  Blanch,  having  a  good  address  and  being 
rather  an  imposing-looking  man,  was  the  lion,  while 
Atkinson  was  content  to  act  the  part  of  the  jackal. 
Their  plan  of  action  was  to  travel  on  those  lines  where 
they  were  most  likely  to  fall  in  with  well-to-do  people, 
and  Atkinson  prowled  about  the  luggage  vans  to 
endeavour  to  find  out  by  the  names  on  the  luggage  if 
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any  one  of  note  was  travelling  in  that  particular  train. 
By  this  means  they   became  aware  that  young  Lord 

and  his  brother  were  going  from  Edinburgh  to 

London  on  the  fateful  night  when  chance  gave  them 
into  my  hands.  Had  it  not  been  for  my  being  in  the 
compartment  they  would  have  had  a  very  fine  night's 
work  indeed,  and  would  certainly  have  netted  that  nine 

hundred  and  ninety-two  pounds,  for  Lord was  a 

very  young  and  inexperienced  man,  and  he  had  but 
recently  come  into  the  title  and  estates.  I  had  some 
difficulty  in  getting  him  to  appear  against  the  prisoners, 
but  he  consented  at  last  to  do  so,  and  with  the  evidence 
I  was  enabled  to  offer,  and  having  regard  to  their 
previous  convictions,  they  were  both  sentenced  to  long 
terms  of  imprisonment. 
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The  romantic  side  of  crime — and  it  must  be  admitted 
that  it  occasionally  has  a  romantic  side — has  often  been 
seized  upon  by  writers  for  the  purposes  of  fiction.  But 
seldom  or  never  do  we  hear  of  the  poetical  side.  And 
yet  dark  deeds  have  been  done  which,  when  viewed 
from  a  certain  standpoint,  seem  to  possess  all  the 
elements  of  a  poem — a  tragic  poem,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed. It  is  impossible,  of  course,  to  associate  the 
villainy  begotten  of  sordidness  or  the  vulgar  wicked- 
ness born  of  hungering  greed  with  any  of  the  senti- 
ment which  finds  its  expression  in  the  poet's  fancy  ; 
but  where  love — which,  next  to  hate,  is  the  strongest 
passion  of  the  human  heart — drives  its  victim  to  the 
commission  of  wrong-doing,  the  harshness  and  bitter- 
ness which  one  feels  under  ordinary  circumstances  are 
changed  into  pitying  sorrow ;  and  the  recording  angel, 
who  notes  men's  evil,  deeds,  may  often  perhaps  drop 
a  tear  as  he  writes  that  "  It  was  done  for  Love's 
sake." 

The  foregoing  remarks  suggest  themselves  to  me  as 
I  recall  all  the  circumstances  of  a  strange  case  with 
which  I  was  associated  years  ago.  In  a  quaint  old 
church  that  stands  near  one  of  the  breezy  wold  villages 
of  Yorkshire  is  a  marble  monument  which  at  once 
puzzles  the  stranger,  while  it  arouses  his  admiration. 
It  is  in  itself  a  magnificent  work  of  art,  for  it  was 
executed  by  no  less  an  artist  than  the  world-renowned 
Italian  sculptor  Torcielli.     It  is,  indeed,  a  poem  in 
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stone,  and  yet  it  embodies  the  story  of  the  strange  crime 
which  forms  the  subject  of  this  paper.  The  village 
itself  is  old  fashioned  and  dreamy,  and  the  church 
solemn  and  silent.  It  was  reared  in  a  far-off  age,  and 
the  men  who  builcled  so  well  and  strong  have  lorig 
since  entered  into  rest.  Ivy  covers  its  walls ;  ancient 
yews  enshadow  it ;  and  beneath  its  floor  is  the  dust  of 
generations  of  villager?,  who  loved  and  hated,  wor- 
shipped and  wept,  laughed  and  sang,  until  their  sands 
ran  out  and  the  Great  Smiter  smote  them,  and  in  the 
hallowed  precincts  of  that  old  church  they  were  returned 
to  the  earth  from  which  they  sprang.  The  least 
reverential  stranger  who  enters  the  holy  fane  must  feel 
the  effects  of  the  solemnity  of  the  subdued  light  which 
is  filtered  through  the  magnificent  stained-glass 
windows,  embodying  a  soul-thrilling  story  of  the 
Passion  ;  and  he  will  tread  with  muffled  footfalls  as  he 
notes  that  the  whole  floor  is  one  huge  tombstone, 
recording  that  beneath  are  the  ashes  of  hundreds  of 
human  beings.  If  it  be  a  summer  day,  he  will  hear 
the  birds  outside  singing  a  passionate  melody  of  joyous 
life  ;  but  the  sad  swaying  of  the  whispering  trees  will 
somehow  remind  him  that  the  world  is  a  world  of 
death,  in  which  life  is  but  a  transient  shadow.  Brasses 
and  marble  tablets  affixed  to  walls  bear  the  names  of 
hundreds  of  well-known  Yorkshire  families.  Here  is 
one  to  a  gallant  soldier  who  fell  in  his  country's  cause 
on  the  burning  strand  of  India  ;  there  another  to  an 
equally  gallant  sailor,  who,  knowing  not  the  meaning  of 
the  word  "  defeat,"  blew  up  his  ship  rather  than  let  it  fall 
into  the  hands  of  his  enemies;  and  here  in  a  dim  corner  is 
another,  which  tells  how  a  pious  lady  gave  up  all  the 
comforts  and  pleasures  of  a  luxurious  home  to  go  forth 
amongst  sickness,  want,  and  disease,  in  order  that  by 
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her  gentle  presence  and  ministering  hand  she  might 
alleviate  mortal  misery.  Beautiful  she  was,  and 
wealthy  and  clever,  but  long  ere  she  had  reached  the 
noon  of  life  she  fell  a  victim  to  her  devotion,  being 
stricken  down  by  a  pestiferous  disease  which  she 
contracted  in  a  city  slum.  But  these  pathetic  records, 
telling  of  duty  done  nobly,  of  life  lived  well,  of  death 
met  bravely,  will  probably  fade  from  the  memory  of 
the  visitor  as  soon  as  he  passes  from  the  dim  religious 
light,  so  suggestive  of  death,  into  the  glare  of  day 
again ;  though  there  is  one  monument  there  he  will 
continue  to  see  in  his  mind's  eye  so  long  as  he  may 
live.  It  stands  in  a  niche  near  the  communion  rails, 
and  it  is  so  placed  that  a  softened  and  chastened  light, 
from  a  small  window  near  the  roof,  falls  full  upon  it. 
On  a  solid  block  of  marble  are  two  life-size  figures. 
One  is  that  of  a  young  and  beautiful  girl  with  a  wealth 
of  magnificent  hair  flowing  down  her  back,  the  other  is 
a  young  man.  Tbey  are  rushing  towards  each  other 
with  outstretched  arms,  and  on  the  face  of  each  is  an 
expression  of  seraphic  joy.  There  is  no  record  of  any 
kind  on  this  unique  monument,  but  in  deeply-carved 
letters  is  the  simple  line — 

"  At  the  Dawn  of  Day." 

The  monument  is  at  once  a  poem  and  a  puzzle.  As  a 
work  of  art  it  is  superb  ;  and  artists,  sculptors,  and 
poets  have  made  pilgrimages  to  see  it.  But  the 
ordinary  visitor  is  impressed  with  a  sense  of  something 
wanting.  He  is  confronted  with  a  problem  where  of 
all  places  in  the  world  he  least  expects  to  find  a  problem 
carved  in  stone.  But  that  monument  is  eloquent  of  a 
sad  and  pathetic  story,  which  I  now  propose  to  tell. 
It  was  an  early  spring  morning,  I  remember,  that  a 
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gentleman  called  upon  me,  and  in  an  abrupt  and 
unceremonious  way  said — 

"  I  am  a  man  of  few  words.  My  niece  and  ward, 
Miss  Blanche  Harley,  aged  eighteen,  has  clandestinely 
left  my  roof  and  care,  and  I  have  reason  to  believe  she 
has  gone  off  to  join  a  rascal  who,  without  my  consent 
and  against  my  will,  has  been  making  love  to  her.  As 
the  girl  is  a  ward  in  Chancery,  and  I  have  been 
appointed  her  guardian  under  an  order  of  the  Court,  she 
can  be  brought  back  under  a  warrant,  and  the  fellow 
who  has  taken  her  off  will  be  severely  punished." 

The  speaker — Major- General  Panton,  retired — was  a 
tall,  straight,  grizzled  man,  with  a  hard,  stern  face, 
cold,  piercing  grey  eyes,  thin  lips,  and  a  general 
suggestiveness  in  his  manner  and  address  of  being  very 
determined  and  possessed  of  an  unpoetical  and  unsym- 
pathetic nature.  He  looked  like  one  who  had  been 
born  to  command,  and  who  could  make  his  power  felt 
and  respected.  The  result  of  my  interview  with  him 
was  that  I  gathered  the  following  particulars.  He 
represented  a  very  old  Yorkshire  family,  and  had 
passed  his  life  as  a  soldier  in  the  service  of  the  Hon. 
East  India  Company.  He  had  an  only  sister,  who 
against  the  wishes  and  will  of  her  family  married 
Gregory  Heinault  Harley,  the  representative  of  an 
equally  good  Yorkshire  family,  who  boasted  that  they 
were  settled  in  the  county  in  the  Saxon  times,  and 
opposed  the  landing  of  the  Conqueror,  but  subsequently 
made  their  peace  with  him,  and  rendering  him  fealty, 
received  grants  of  large  estates.  Between  the  Harleys 
and  the  Pantons,  however,  there  had  for  many  years 
existed  a  family  feud,  the  result  of  a  property  dispute, 
which  had  long  occupied  the  attention  of  Chancery,  and 
had  been  the  means  of  pouring  into  the  coffers  of  the 
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ghoulish,  lawyers  thousands  and  thousands  of  pounds. 
But  deadly  as  the  enmity  was  between  certain  members 
of  the  two  families,  it  did  not  prevent  Gregory  Harley 
and  Blanche  Panton  from  falling  desperately  in  love 
with  each  other,  and  marrying  in  spite  of  all  the  efforts 
of  their  friends  to  frustrate  their  desire.  Young 
Harley  had  been  brought  up  to  the  profession  of  arms, 
and  was  gazetted  to  a  captaincy  soon  after  his 
marriage.  Six  months  later  he  was  ordered  abroad 
with  his  regiment  to  take  part  in  the  terrible  Crimean 
campaign.  He  was  one  of  the  very  earliest  victims  of 
that  great  war,  and  his  young  widow,  broken-hearted 
and  crushed  with  grief,  bore  him  a  posthumous 
daughter ;  but  the  shock  to  her  constitution  by  the 
news  of  her  husband's  death  prevented  her  rallying 
from  the  trying  ordeal,  and  she  joined  her  husband  in 
that  realm — 

"  Where  beyond  these  voices  there  is  peace." 

The  infant  daughter,  through  her  parents,  was  heiress 
to  a  very  large  fortune,  and  subsequently  she  was  made 
a  ward  in  Chancery  and  placed  under  the  care  of  her 
uncle.  She  had  been  educated  with  every  care,  and 
brought  up  in  a  style  commensurate  with  her  social 
position,  but  in  spite  of  all  the  vigilance  exercised,  she 
had  fallen  in  love  with  her  cousin  Jasper  Harley,  a 
young  fellow  some  four  years  her  senior.  The  love- 
making  was  carried  on  clandestinely  for  a  long  time, 
but  at  length  it  came  to  the  ears  of  General  Panton, 
and  from  what  I  gathered  there  is  little  doubt  he  took 
very  high-handed  proceedings  indeed  ;  and  the  bitter 
feelings  he  entertained  for  the  Harleys  caused  him,  I 
think,  to  forget  that  he  was  a  "  soldier  and  a  gentle- 
man."    But  as  love  laughs  at  locksmiths,  so  it  is  cap- 
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able  of  defying  furious  uncles  and  stern  Courts  of 
Chancery.  At  any  rate,  in  this  particular  case  both 
young  Harley  and  Miss  Panton  seem  to  have  made  up 
their  minds  that  they  would  not  be  separated,  come 
what  might;  and,  of  course,  if  the  young  lady  had 
waited  until  she  came  of  age,  she  could  have  done  as 
she  liked.  But  youth  is  impatient  and  love  blind,  so 
Jasper  Harley  and  Blanche  Panton  found  some 
means  of  keeping  up  communication,  and  the  affair 
culminated  in  the  flight  of  Blanche. 

Such  was  the  sum  and  substance  of  this  tale  of 
chequered  love  which  I  learned  from  the  gruff  and 
grim  old  soldier,  whose  feeling  against  Jasper  found 
expression  in  language  that  was  something  more  than 
peppery.  The  General  had  a  town  house,  and  a  box 
down  in  Yorkshire,  but  he  only  occupied  the  latter 
during  the  shooting  season,  and  the  greater  part  of  his 
time  was  spent  in  London.  Plis  house  was  situated  in 
Mayfair,  where  he  kept  up  a  pretty  expensive  bachelor 
establishment,  and,  being  fond  of  company  and  dining, 
he  entertained  a  good  deal. 

The  Harleys  lived  in  Yorkshire,  their  place  being 
known  as  Castle  Moorland.  It  had  been  in  the  occupation 
of  the  family  for  generations,  although,  as  things  go 
nowadays,  they  were  considered  poor.  At  any  rate,  the 
General  referred  to  them  as  "  these  beggarly  wretches 
who  starve  themselves  in  order  to  keep  up  an  appear- 
ance." Of  course  I  could  not  fail  to  see  how  very 
embittered  the  General  was,  and  I  ventured  to  hint  as 
delicately  as  I  could  that  as  the  young  couple  were 
related,  and  obviously  desperately  in  love  with  each 
other,  it  might  not  be  a  bad  thing  to  look  leniently  on 
the  young  man's  offence,  and  ultimately  allow  them  to 
find  in  possession  of  each  other  the   happiness   they 
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sighed  for.  But  this  suggestion  made  the  fiery  old 
martinet  furious.  He  banged  the  table  with  his  fist, 
stamped  his  foot,  and  exclaimed  in  stentorian  tones — 

"  Look  here,  Mr.  Donovan,  I  came  to  you  because  I 
understood  you  are  a  crack- hand  at  tracing  people ;  but, 
demme !  I — I  won't  be  dictated  to,  and  if  your  sym- 
pathies are  with  this  rascal  and  my  ungrateful  niece, 
I'll  precious  soon  find  somebody  who'll  take  a  different 
view." 

"As  the  young  lady  and  gentleman  are  utter 
strangers  to  me,"  I  remarked,  "  I  can  have  no  interest 
one  way  or  the  other,  and  as  you  seek  my  professional 
services  I  am  perfectly  willing  to  place  them  at  your 
disposal.  But  serious  as  Mr.  Harley's  offence  is,  in 
running  away  with  a  ward  in  Chancery,  I  do  tbink 
some  allowance  should  be  made  for  his  youth  and  for 
the  young  lady's  feelings." 

"  I  tell  you,  sir,  he  is  an  unmitigated  rascal,  and  she 
is  an  ingrate,  and  I'll  make  no  allowance  whatever  for 
their  feelings.  As  for  love  between  them — pooh,  bosh, 
humbug  !  There's  no  such  thing.  It  is  a  stupid,  mad 
infatuation  on  her  part.  He  has  crammed  her  head 
with  all  sorts  of  rubbish  until  he  has  quite  turned  her 
brain  ;  and  all  he  thinks  of  is  her  money.  It's  her 
fortune  that  he's  got  his  eye  on,  and  since  he's  been 
warned  over  and  over  again  I'll  show  him  no  mercy. 
Not  a  scrap.  I'll  have  the  law  on  him  to  its  fullest 
extent." 

I  had  to  admit  to  myself  the  possibility  that  as 
the  young  lady  was  heiress  to  a  very  large  fortune,  it 
was  that  which  had  prompted  the  young  man  to  commit 
so  serious  an  offence  as  the  carrying  off  a  Chancery 
ward,  so  I  told  the  General  that  I  would  set  to  work  at 
once  and  do  my  best  to  trace  them.     On  this  under- 
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standing  he  took  himself  off  seething  with  smouldering 
fire  and  fury,  and  I  certainly  felt  that  young  Harley 
had  little  to  hope  for  from  his  stony-hearted  relative. 

By  this  time  my  interest  was  aroused;  it  was  a 
romantic  case,  and  I  thought  that,  whatever  happened 
now,  it  was  safe  to  predict  that  if  the  young  people 
really  loved  each  other  they  would  ultimately  come 
together  again  for  good  and  aye.  But  I  was  not 
indifferent  to  the  possibility  of  the  young  man,  after 
all,  being  only  a  vulgar  fortune-hunter ;  such  people 
were  not  uncommon. 

I  found  on  inquiry  that  on  the  previous  night 
the  General  had  had  a  dinner-party,  and  he  and  his 
friends  played  whist  until  the  early  hours  of  the 
morning.  The  consequence  was  he  did  not  rise  till  very 
late,  but  Miss  Harley  was  up  unusually  early,  and  told 
her  maid  that  as  she  had  a  headache,  and  the  morning 
was  so  very  fine,  she  was  going  to  walk  in  the  park. 
According  to  the  maid's  statement,  she  was  profoundly 
astonished  at  such  an  unusual  proceeding  on  her  young 
mistress's  part,  and  offered  to  accompany  her,  but 
Blanche  insisted  on  going  alone.  Nearly  three  hours 
had  passed,  and  as  the  young  lady  had  not  returned, 
Judson,  the  maid,  got  very  anxious,  and  as  soon  as  the 
General  came  downstairs  she  mentioned  the  circumstance 
to  him.  He  immediately  jumped  to  the  conclusion  that 
his  niece  had  eloped  with  her  lover,  and,  only  waiting 
to  swallow  a  cup  of  coffee,  he  drove  down  to  my  office. 
As  six  hours  had  passed  when  I  reached  the  house  from 
the  time  the  young  lady  had  gone  out,  and  as  she  had 
not  come  back,  it  was  clear  something  had  happened. 
But  the  General  would  not  for  a  moment  listen  to  the 
suggested  possibility  of  an  accident.  He  declared  he 
would  stake  all  he  had  in  the  world  on  it  that  she  had 
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gone  off  with  her  cousin.  Circumstances  certainly  did 
point  to  that  being  the  case,  and  particularly  when  we 
learnt  that  Miss  Harley  had  carried  off  the  greater  part 
of  her  jewellery  with  her. 

Now  it  occurred  to  me  that  though  Judson  was  very 
plausible  and  seemed  greatly  distressed,  she  was  not 
quite  so  ignorant  of  the  reason  which  had  taken  her 
mistress  out  as  she  pretended  to  be.  I  therefore 
requested  her  to  grant  me  a  private  interview. 

"  Probably  you  are  aware,"  I  began,  "  that  some 
love-making  had  taken  place  between  Miss  Blanche  and 
her  cousin  ?  " 

"  I  have  heard  of  it,"  she  answered  curtly. 

"  How  did  you  hear  of  it  ?  " 

"  "Well,  Miss  Harley  herself  told  me  about  it." 

"  And  what  is  your  opinion  with  reference  to  the 
feeling  she  entertained  for  her  cousin  ?  Do  you  think 
she  loved  him  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I'm  sure  she  does." 

"  She  has  always  given  you  that  impression  ?  " 

"  Yes.  And  I  am  sure  he  was  the  dream  of  her 
life." 

"  And  what  about  his  feelings  for  her  ?  " 

"  He  is  just  as  much  in  love  with  her  as  she  is  with 
him." 

"  How  do  you  know  ?  " 

"  Because  I  have  seen  his  letters,  and  they  are  the 
most  delightful  love-letters  a  man  could  possibly  write." 

"  Then  you  don't  think  it's  merely  the  young  lady's 
fortune  he  is  aiming  at  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  do  not.  I  don't  think  he  cares  one  rap 
whether  she  has  a  fortune  or  not." 

"  How  was  it  you  came  to  see  his  letters  ?  " 

"  Because  she  showed  them  to  me." 
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''  Oh,  I  see.     You  were  in  her  confidence  ?  " 

"  Certainly." 

"  How  did  her  lover  manage  to  send  letters  to  her 
without  her  uncle  knowing  it  ?  " 

This  question  seemed  to  throw  Miss  Judson  into  a 
state  of  considerable  confusion,  and  she  was  evidently 
at  a  loss  how  to  answer.     But  at  last  she  blurted  out — 

"  I  don't  know." 

''  Miss  Judson,"  I  remarked  a  little  sternly,  as  I  fixed 
my  eyes  on  her,  "  is  that  a  strictly  accurate  answer  to 
my  question  P  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  she  demanded  angrily,  and 
growing  very  red  in  the  face. 

"  I  thought  my  meaning  was  clear.  Are  3'ou  quite 
sure  you  don't  know  how  Miss  Harley  managed  to 
keep  up  a  correspondence  with  her  lover  in  spite  of  the 
vigilance  exercised  over  her  ?  " 

Judson's  anger  seemed  to  increase,  and  she  stammered 
out — 

"  How  dare  you  accuse  me  of  telling  a  falsehood '?  " 

"  "Well,"  I  said,  with  a  laugh,  "  I  have  scarcely 
accused  you  as  yet.  I  have  simply  hinted  as  mildly 
as  I  could  that  you  were  speaking  with  a  reservation. 
But  now,  Judson,  I  am  going  to  be  a  little  more  blunt. 
It  is  my  deliberate  opinion  that  as  Miss  Harley  was  in 
the  habit  of  showing  you  her  love-letters,  it  is  highly 
probably  you  knew  how  she  received  them." 

"  This  is  shameful !  "  exclaimed  Judson  fret  full}',  and 
flashing  an  angry,  indignant  look  at  me. 

"  I  am  going  further  than  that,"  I  said,  ''  and  I 
again  express  my  deliberate  opinion  that  you  were  per- 
fectly well  aware  when  your  mistress  went  out  that  she 
was  going  off  with  her  cousin,  and  you  know  quite  well 
where  she  has  gone  to." 
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"  It  is  a  downright  shame  that  you  should  say  such  a 
thing ! "  she  exclaimed,  as  she  burst  into  tears  and 
smothered  her  face  in  her  handkerchief.  Then,  after  a 
spell  of  weeping,  she  added — "  I'll  not  stay  here 
another  moment  to  be  insulted  in  such  a  manner." 
She  was  going  towards  the  door  when  I  stopped  her  by 
remarking,  with  a  certain  force  and  emphasis  on  my 
words — 

"  Stay  a  little,  Miss  Judson.  I  haven't  quite  done 
yet."  She  turned  towards  me.  Her  face  was  red  and 
her  eyes  wet.  She  had  really  managed  to  squeeze  out 
some  tears. 

"  Then  if  you  have  anything  to  say,  get  it  said 
quickly,"  she  remarked,  looking  very  much  as  if  she 
would  like  to  strangle  me. 

"  You  are  aware,"  I  went  on,  "  that  Miss  Harley  is 
a  ward  in  Chancery  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  am,"  was  her  angry  rejoinder. 

"  Bat  perhaps  you  are  not  aware  of  the  severe  penalties 
you  incur  by  aiding  and  abetting  the  lady  in  defying 
the  law  and  her  lawful  guardian." 

This  told  as  I  intended  it  should.  She  winced,  and 
I  saw  an  expression  in  her  face  which  indicated  plainly 
enough  that  I  had  frightened  her.  I  followed  up  the 
effect  I  had  produced  by  adding,  in  a  tone  that  might 
have  been  assumed  by  a  judge  in  sentencing  a  prisoner 
to  death — 

"  Now,  Judson,  this  is  a  very  serious  business — very 
seiious  indeed ;  but  there  is  yet  a  chance  for  you  to  save 
yourself  from  any  disagreeable  consequences  by  inform- 
ing me  where  the  young  lady  and  her  lover  have  gone 
to." 

For  a  few  brief  moments  she  hesitated,  and  then, 
with  a  real  gush  of  tears  this  time,  she  jerked  out — 
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"  They — they've  gone  to — to  his  mother's  at  Castle 
Moorland." 

I  think  I  smiled,  inwardly  at  any  rate,  as  I 
recognized  my  little  triumph ;  and  rising,  I  said  with 
professional  gravity — 

"  You  have  done  well,  Judson,  to  give  me  this  in- 
formation, for,  as  you  know  perfectly  well,  the  law 
cannot  be  defied  with  impunity." 

A  few  hours  later  I  was  on  my  way  to  Yorkshire, 
but  could  not  reach  Castle  Moorland  that  night,  as  it 
was  situated  in  an  out-of-the-way  district,  and  some 
distance  from  the  station.  I  drove  over  the  next 
morning,  however,  arriving  there  soon  after  breakfast 
time.  The  house  was  a  perfect  realization  of  Tenny- 
son's "  Moated  Grange."  It  was  hoary  with  age,  and 
there  was  a  suggestiveness  of  haunted  rooms  about  it 
that  was  delightful.  I  was  challenged  at  the  lodge, 
and  I  answered  that  I  had  important  business  with 
Mrs.  Harley.  I  made  my  way  along  an  avenue  of 
limes,  and  as  I  neared  the  house  I  noticed  a  young 
man  smoking  a  cigarette  as  he  stood  in  front  of  the 
main  entrance.  From  the  description  I  had  received  I 
recognized  bim  at  once  as  Jasper  Harley.  He  was  a 
singularly  handsome  young  man,  with  a  patrician  face 
and  a  well-knit  muscular  figure.  As  I  approached  him 
he  eyed  me  keenly,  and  moved  on  one  side  to  allow  me 
to  pass.     But  I  stopped,  and  raising  my  hat  said — 

"  Mr.  Jasper  Harley,  I  presume  ?  " 

He  seemed  a  little  taken  back,  and  answered 
sharply — 

"  Yes,  that  is  my  name.     What  do  you  want  ?  " 

The  question  was  asked  with  a  nervous  peremp- 
toriness  which  clearly  betrayed  that  he  intuitively 
guessed  my  business. 
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"  You  have  been  guilty  of  a  most  serious  offence,"  I 
said,  "  in  abducting  a  ward  in  Chancery,  and  you  will 
please  to  consider  yourself  under  arrest." 

I  came  to  the  point  at  once,  for  I  saw  that  there  was 
nothing  to  be  gained  by  beating  about  the  bush.  At 
my  words  the  colour  fled  from  his  face,  and  he  flung 
away  the  half-consumed  cigarette. 

"  My  offence  is  justified,"  he  said  quickly,  "morally 
at  any  rate,  for  Miss  Harley's  uncle  and  guardian 
renders  her  life  unsupportable." 

"  Then  the  lady  should  appeal  to  the  Court  for  relief. 
But  you  speak  no  doubt  with  a  certain  prejudice  which  I 
can  quite  understand.  Though  even  if  you  are  correct, 
your  offence  is  not  justified.  You  will  recognize,  of 
course,  that  further  defiance  of  the  law  will  be  absolutely 
useless,  and  that  the  young  lady  will  have  to  return  to 
her  guardian,  even  though  she  should  have  become 
your  wife. 

"  She  is  not  yet  my  wife,  I  am  sorry  to  say,"  he  said, 
in  very  obvious  distress ;  "  but  had  you  delayed  your 
visit  for  a  few  days  longer  she  would  have  been." 

"  I  presume  she  is  here  in  the  house  ?  " 

"  She  is  under  the  care  of  my  mother." 

"  Then  perhaps  you  will  ask  the  young  lady  and 
your  mother  to  see  me." 

"  Yes,"  he  answered  sadly.    "  Will  you  follow  me  ?  " 

lie  led  the  way  into  the  spacious  entrance  hall,  the 
wainscotting  of  which  was  hung  with  many  a  trophy  of 
the  chase,  while  the  floor  was  covered  with  rich  skins, 
and  against  the  wall  on  one  side  was  a  magnificent  old 
black  oak  cabinet,  filled  with  specimens  of  curious  china. 
He  opened  a  side  door  and  ushered  me  into  an  ante- 
room, richly  furnished.  Then  he  was  about  to  with- 
draw, but  I  said — • 
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"  Stay,  sir,  I  put  you  on  your  parole  of  houour  as  a 
gentleman  that  you  will  not  leave  the  house,  and  that 
you  will  bring  your  mother  and  Miss  Harley  here." 

He  drew  himself  up  proudly-  There  was  a  look  of 
noble  pride  in  his  handsome  face  as  he  answered — 

"  I  am  a  gentleman.  I  pledge  my  honour."  There 
was,  too,  an  indescribable  dignity  in  his  manner  of 
saying  this,  and  I  felt  perfectly  convinced  he  was 
utterly  incapable  of  doing  anything  that  would  bear  the 
interpretation  of  meanness,  so  I  bowed  and  answered — • 
"  Good ;  I  will  wait  here." 

He  retired,  and  in  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  door 
once  more  opened,  and  there  entered  an  elderly  lady  and 
a  young  one.  They  were  Mrs.  Harley  and  Miss  Harley. 
The  elder  lady  was  tall,  graceful,  and  dignified.  Her 
hair  was  silver-grey,  her  face  sweet  and  womanly.  But 
it  was  the  young  lady  who  attracted  my  particular 
attention.  Seldom  indeed  have  I  looked  upon  a  more 
beautiful  girl.  She  had  a  quantity  of  golden-brown 
hair,  loosely  twined  about  a  splendidly-shaped  head,  and 
her  eyes  had  the  softness,  the  pensiveness,  the  wistful- 
ness  of  a  gazelle.  She  was  leaning  on  the  arm  of  her 
protectress,  and  every  movement  of  her  body  seemed  to 
be  the  very  poetry  of  motion.  But  she  was  sorrowful. 
Her  fair,  sweet  face  was  clouded,  and  she  looked  at  me 
with  an  expression  of  fear  in  her  eyes. 

"  I  understand,"  said  Mrs.  Harley,  "  that  you  have 
come  here  with  reference  to  the  disappearance  of  this 
dear  child  from  her  uncle's  roof  ?  " 

"  That  is  so,  madam,"  I  answered. 

"  It  is  an  unfortunate  business,"  she  went  on,  still 
standing,  with  Blanche  leaning  on  her  arm,  although 
I  asked  them  to  be  seated,  "  and  I  am  sorry  that  my 
eon  has  been  so  precipitate  and  rash.     But  the  fact  is, 
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niy   niece  here   is    most  unliappy    under   her  uncle's 
guardianship." 

''  Then  she  should  apply  to  the  Court  for  relief  from 
him,"  I  suggested. 

Mrs.  Harley  smiled  ironically  as  she  answered — 

"  Appeal  to  the  Court,  indeed  !  What  use  would 
that  be  I  should  like  to  know  ?  It  would  at  once  be 
said  that  all  wards  are  more  or  less  dissatisfied  with  their 
guardians.  In  this  instance  General  Pant  on  does 
nothing  that  the  Court  would  consider  a  breach  of  his 
trust.  But  he  makes  the  poor  child's  life  unbearable 
by  petty  persecutions  and  a  severity  of  control  which 
reduces  her  almost  to  the  position  of  a  bond-slave. 
Moreover,  he  is  desirous  that  she  should,  when  she 
comes  of  age,  marry  a  young  man  whom  she  detests." 

At  these  words  I  noticed  that  Blanche  shuddered, 
and  into  her  beautiful  face  came  a  look  of  infinite  con- 
tempt ;  and  at  this  moment,  as  if  it  had  been  dramatic- 
ally arranged,  though,  of  course,  that  was  not  the  case, 
the  door  opened  again  and  Jasper  Harley  entered.  His 
mother  waved  her  white  jewelled  hand  toward  him, 
and  said — "  Her  love  lies  there,  and  I  am  sure  that 
nothing  in  the  world  will  induce  her  to  love  any  one  else." 

"  Nothing,  nothing,"  murmured  Blanche,  looking  at 
her  lover  with  a  look  of  infinite  tenderness. 

"  However,"  pursued  the  lady,  "  I  am  not  going 
into  family  matters  beyond  saying  that  the  General  is 
strongly  prejudiced  against  us  all,  and  will  resort  to  any 
means  to  prevent  Blanche  becoming  my  son's  wife. 
In  the  meantime  she,  being  an  infant  in  the  eyes  of  the 
law,  must  obey  the  law.  Therefore  }^ou  will  perhaps 
inform  me,  sir,  what  course  you  will  take  ?  " 

"  It  is  my  duty,  madam,  to  convey  the  young  lady 
back  to  her  lawful  guardian,"  I  remarked. 
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"  Oh,  aunt,"  exclaimed  Blanche,  in  a  paroxysm  of 
alarm,  and  clinging  closely  to  the  lady,  "  protect  me ! 
I  won't  go  back.  I  shall  die  if  I  do,  or  go  mad.  Do, 
please,  keep  me  with  you.  I  am  so  very,  very  unhappy 
with  my  uncle." 

Jasper  now  interposed.  He  stepped  forward,  and 
taking  both  her  hands  in  his,  said  sorrowfully — 

"  I  am  afraid,  dear,  there  is  no  help  for  it.  The 
powers  arrayed  against  us  will  prove  too  strong  to  be 
resisted.  We  must  suffer  and  endure  for  yet  a  little 
while  longer." 

Her  beautiful,  languid  eyes  filled  with  tears  as  she 
answered  pathetically — - 

"If  you  say  I  must  go,  Jasper,  I  will  go.  But  I 
cannot  stand  my  uncle's  rule  much  longer." 

Jasper  was  greatly  distressed. 

"  What  are  we  to  do  ?  "  he  murmured.  "  In  per- 
suading you  to  come  to  my  mother's  house  I  recognize 
that  I  have  broken  the  law.  As  I  say,  we  are  power- 
less, conquered  for  the  time ;  but  the  final  triumph  will 
yet  be  ours." 

She  sighed  deeply,  and,  withdrawing  her  hands,  said — 

"  You  will  it ;  let  it  so  be."  Then,  turning  to  me, 
she  asked,  "  When  must  I  go,  sir  ?  " 

"  As  soon  as  possible,"  I  answered. 

"  Can  my  aunt  and  cousin  accompany  me  to 
London  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  I  replied.  "  But  you  must  please  to  con- 
sider yourself  under  my  care,  and  you  must  promise  me 
that  you  will  make  no  attempt  to  elude  me." 

"  I  will  answer  for  her,"  exclaimed  Jasper  proudly. 
I  bowed  and  felt  relieved  from  any  further  anxiety,  for 
no  one  could  look  into  Jasper  Harley's  face  without  being 
assured  that  his  pledged  word  was  his  bond.     The  two 
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ladies  retired  from  the  room  to  prepare  themselves  for 
the  journey,  as  it  was  decided  we  should  leave  by  the 
two  o'clock  train.  When  we  were  alone  Jasper  turned 
to  me  and  remarked — 

"  This  is  a  sad  business,  sir.  You,  as  a  stranger, 
cannot  of  course  understand  how  it  affects  us.  My 
uncle  is  one  of  the  most  determined  and  obstinate  men 
who  ever  lived.  There  is  a  feud  between  my  branch  of 
the  family  and  his,  and  while  he  lives  that  feud  will 
never  end." 

"  You  have  my  sympathy,"  I  replied,  "  but  I  take  it 
that  in  another  year  or  so  Miss  Harley  will  be  free  to 
do  as  she  likes." 

"  In  another  year  or  so !  "  he  exclaimed,  with  a 
cynical  laugh.  "  Heaven  knows  what  may  happen  in 
that  time."  He  sighed  deeply,  and  I  noticed  that  his 
eyes  were  dim,  and  turning  away  he  walked  to  the 
long  French  window  and  gazed  pensively  over  the 
lawn. 

I  was  invited  to  luncheon,  and  the  meal  over,  we  all 
drove  to  the  station.  That  night  I  restored  Miss 
Harley  to  her  uncle's  care.  Never  shall  I  forget  the 
pathetic  and  touching  scene  when  she  parted  from  her 
lover. 

Six  months  later  London  was  treated  to  one  of  those 
nine  days'  sensations  which  the  Great  Babylon  so  much 
enjoys.  It  burst  upon  the  city  by  means  of  a  paragraph 
in  the  papers  headed,  "  Mysterious  Death  of  a  Young 
Lady  in  the  West  End,"  and  it  went  on  to  say  that  the 
niece  and  ward  of  General  Panton  had  been  found  dead 
in  bed  with  every  evidence  about  her  that  she  had  died 
of  poison. 

Later,  fuller  particulars  were  forthcoming,  and  these 
informed  the  public  that  Miss   Blanche   Harley,   an 
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orphan  young  lady  and  a  ward  in  Chancery,  had  died 
in  a  very  mysterious  way  from — as  it  was  believed — an 
overdose  of  morphia.  Miss  Harley  bore  the  reputation 
of  being  one  of  the  most  beautiful  women  in  London, 
and  being  heiress  to  a  large  fortune  she  had  everything 
in  the  world  that  could  conduce  to  her  happiness. 

What  mockery  this  seemed  to  me  who  had  been 
behind  the  scenes  !  I  recalled  the  parting  between  her 
and  her  lover  on  the  night  that  I  took  her  back  to  her 
uncle's  house,  and  once  again  I  saw  her  sweet  face 
filled  with  an  expression  of  ineffable  sadness. 

The  coroner's  inquest,  which  was  inevitable — although 
the  General  took  every  means  possible  to  avoid  it — 
revealed  beyond  doubt  that  Miss  Blanche  Harley  had 
purposely  destroyed  her  life  by  taking  a  large  dose  of 
morphia,  though  how  she  procured  the  poison  was 
destined  to  remain  for  ever  a  mystery.  And  thus  the 
verdict  ran  that  "  Blanche  Harley  had  destroyed  her 
own  life  by  swallowing  morphia  during  a  fit  of 
temporary  insanity." 

So  the  curtain  fell  upon  the  little  tragic  drama  as  far 
as  the  public  were  concerned,  and  the  giddy  throng 
went  on  their  way,  hoping  for  another  sensation  soon  ; 
while  the  remains  of  beautiful  Blanche  Harley  were 
consigned  to  the  earth,  and  one  who  followed  her  was 
racked  with  inconsolable  grief  that  told  too  surely  his 
heart  was  broken. 

And  now  the  sequel.  Not  a  year  had  passed  from 
that  mournful  day  when  Jasper  Harley  had  stood  at 
the  grave  side  of  his  beloved  when  we  were  engaged  in 
a  little  frontier  war  in  India.  Restless  and  lonely, 
Jasper  had  gone  to  India,  and  when  the  war  broke  out 
he  volunteered  for  service.  He  saw  the  chance  now  to 
fling  his  life  away — a  life  that  had  ceased  to  charm 
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since  all  its  flowers  were  withered,  its  light  darkened 
for  ever.  In  a  wild  northern  valley  he  fell.  Single 
handed  he  charged  a  troop  of  hill  savages,  who  were 
preparing  to  swoop  down  on  the  devoted  little  band  of 
which  he  was  one.  He  aroused  his  comrades  to  a 
knowledge  of  their  danger,  and  saved  them  from  being 
cut  to  pieces ;  but  for  himself  he  found  that  peace 
which  up  to  then  he  had  vainly  sought. 

In  the  quiet  Yorkshire  church  of  Moorlands  his 
bereaved  mother  placed  that  beautiful  monument  which 
suggests  so  pathetically  that  the  devoted  lovers  so  cruelly 
separated  on  earth  will  meet  in  the  brighter  and  better 
world  "  At  the  Dawn  of  Day." 
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The  rising  generation  will  scarcely  remember  the 
extraordinary  case  I  am  about  to  relate  ;  but  those  who, 
like  myself,  stand  almost  on  the  verge  of  the  great 
unknown,  will  recall  the  sensation  that  was  produced 
by  the  disclosure  of  a  series  of  frauds  that  beyond 
doubt  rank  amongst  the  most  remarkable  of  the  century. 
In  a  certain  sense  they  were  unique,  and  were  stamped 
with  an  originality  of  conception  worthy  of  being 
applied  to  a  better  cause. 

It  was  soon  after  the  grand  and  imposing  inaugural 
ceremony  which  marked  the  opening  of  the  marvellous 
Exhibition  of  1851,  on  that  memorable  1st  of  May, 
when  our  Queen,  then  a  young  and  radiant  woman, 
and  her  well-loved  consort,  who  had  worked  so  hard  for 
the  success  of  the  undertaking,  were  received  with  a 
thunder  of  applause  by  tens  of  thousands  of  their  loyal 
subjects.  It  seems  to  me,  viewing  that  pageant  now 
through  the  mist  of  forty  odd  years,  that  nothing  in  this 
country  since  then  has  equalled  it,  not  even  the  magnifi- 
cence of  the  Jubilee  celebration.  It  was  a  day  of  days, 
and  for  once  our  fickle  climate  redeemed  its  character. 
The  sun  rose  in  splendour,  and  throughout  the  cere- 
mony poured  forth  his  unchecked  beams,  that,  flooding 
every  nook  and  cranny  of  the  immense  crystal  struc- 
ture which  had  grown  up  almost  like  Aladdin's  palace, 
gave  the  finishing  touches  of  perfect  beauty  to  an 
achievement  of  which  all  men  might  well  feel  proud. 
For  human  hands  and  human  brains  had  produced  a 
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triumph  of  art  and  skill,  that  tended  to  knit  the  world 
in  closer  bonds,  and  which  brought  to  our  hospitable 
shores  representatives  of  every  corner  of  the  globe. 

I  had  just  returned  from  Paris,  where  I  had  been  for 
some  time  studying  the  methods  of  the  reconstituted 
French  detective  service.  Those  were  exciting  times  in 
Paris,  for  it  might  be  said  it  was  the  dawning  of  the  new 
Napoleonic  era,  when  the  adventurer  of  1840,  who, 
with  a  handful  of  needy  followers  at  his  back,  had 
landed  clandestinely  at  Boulogne,  was  to  assume  the 
Imperial  sceptre  and  give  to  France  eighteen  years  of 
peace  and  splendour  until  his  sun  set  on  the  gory  field 
of  Sedan,  and,  broken-hearted,  he  was  to  become  an 
exile  in  the  country  which  had  afforded  him  shelter 
in  his  youth.  During  my  stay  in  the  Prench  capital  I 
had  come  in  contact  with  a  great  many  eminent  people, 
not  a  few  of  whom  were  destined  to  write  their  names 
large  on  the  indelible  pages  of  history.  Amongst  these 
people  was  Count  Weberstein,  then  a  young  and  hand- 
some man,  studying  for  the  diplomatic  service,  and  who 
afterwards  became  the  Austrian  ambassador  at  the 
Court  of  France.  The  Count  was  young  and  foolish, 
and,  like  many  another  young  man,  he  allowed  his 
passion  to  run  away  with  his  common  sense,  with  the 
result  that  he  entangled  himself  with  a  very  pretty  but 
very  heartless  French  actress,  who  had  turned  the 
heads  of  half  the  Parisian  youths.  She  was  profes- 
sionally known  as  Mdlle.  Therese  Fontaine,  and  her 
extravagance  was  such  that  it  would  have  ruined 
Croesus  himself.  She  was  said  to  be  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  women  in  France,  but  if  ever  beauty  of 
human  form  concealed  a  devil  of  the  nether  world  it 
did  so  in  her  case.  As  the  alliance  soon  became  more 
than  irksome  to  the  Count,  he  broke  it  off,  returned  to 
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his    own    country,  and    for    a   time   I   lost    sight  of 
him. 

On  that  brilliant  May  day  which  saw  the  inauguration 
of  the  great  International  Exhibition,  I  was  standing  in 
the  centre  transept,  near  the  fountain,  soon  after  the 
Queen  had  declared  the  building  open,  when  a  liveried 
servant  elbowed  his  way  towards  me,  and  inquired  if 
my  name  was  Donovan.  On  receiving  an  answer  in  the 
affirmative,  he  thrust  a  sealed  letter  into  my  hand  and 
disappeared  before  I  could  put  a  single  question  to  him. 
My  first  impulse  was  to  follow  him,  but  the  crowd  was 
so  great  that  even  if  I  had  obeyed  the  impulse,  it  is 
doubtful  if  I  could  have  discovered  him.  So  I  glanced 
at  the  envelope.  It  bore  my  name  only,  and  the  name 
was  written  in  an  unmistakably  foreign  hand.  I 
opened  the  envelope,  took  out  the  note  it  contained,  and 
read  the  following  lines,  written  in  French,  and  with  a 
black-lead  pencil : — 

"  The  Count  Weberstein  presents  his  compliments  to 
Mr.  Donovan,  and  begs  that  he  will  do  him  the  favour 
of  calling  upon  him  as  soon  as  it  may  be  convenient  for 
him  to  do  so.  It  would  suit  the  Count  best  if  Mr. 
Donovan  would  make  the  hour  between  10  and  11 
iu  the  morning.  Will  Mr.  Donovan  also  oblige  by 
treating  this  letter  as  strictly  private  and  confidential  ?  " 

The  address  given  was  a  house  in  Park  Lane,  near 
the  Piccadilly  end. 

Naturally  I  was  surprised  to  receive  a  note  from  the 
Count,  conveyed  to  me  in  such  a  mysterious  manner ; 
and  naturally  also  I  was  curious  to  know  what  it  was 
he  wanted  with  me.  My  acquaintance  with  him  in 
Paris  had  only  been  of  a  passing  kind.     He  was  a  man 
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about  town,  and  I  was  introduced  to  him  one  night  at 
the  Jardin  Mabile  by  the  renowned  French  detective, 
Charles  Gruillemot.  Subsequently  I  met  him  on  divers 
occasions  and  in  divers  places,  and  he  was  always  con- 
descending and  affable.  "When  he  left  Paris  he  passed 
out  of  my  mind,  and  I  doubt  if  I  had  even  the  faintest 
expectation  of  ever  meeting  him  again ;  so  that  my 
surprise  at  being  placed  so  suddenly  in  possession  of  a 
communication  from  him,  on  that  day  of  all  days,  may 
be  more  easily  imagined  than  described. 

I  did  not  find  an  opportunity  to  comply  with  his 
request  until  three  days  later.  The  house  he  was 
temporarily  occupying  was  a  very  grand  one,  and  bore 
all  the  outward  evidence  of  being  the  home  of  wealth 
and  luxury.  My  card  at  once  gained  me  admission  to 
the  Count's  presence.  He  received  me  in  an  elegantly 
furnished  room,  which  was  adorned  with  costly  art 
treasures  that  had  evidently  been  arranged  with  the 
most  refined  taste  and  care. 

Dismissing  his  secretary,  with  whom  he  was  engaged 
when  I  entered,  the  Count  rose  and  cordially  shook  me 
by  the  hand. 

"  To  meet  you  again  so  unexpectedly  is  an  unlooked- 
for  pleasure,"  I  remarked,  as  I  recalled  his  unvarying 
courtesy  and  kindness  to  me  during  the  time  I  was  in 
Paris.  As  he  had  not  a  perfect  command  of  the  English 
language,  but  spoke  French  like  a  native,  I  addressed 
him  in  French,  and  he  answered  me  in  the  same 
tongue. 

"  It  is  very  good  of  you  to  come,"  he  said,  laying 
both  his  hands  on  my  shoulders  in  foreign  fashion, 
when  one  is  disposed  to  be  familiar  and  confidential. 
"  I  saw  you  in  the  Exhibition  on  the  day  of  the 
opening,  and  it  struck  me  that  you  would  aid  me,  so  I 
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hastily  scribbled  the  note  and  sent  it  to  you  by  my  valet. 
But  pray  be  seated."  He  pointed  to  a  most  luxurious 
chair,  and  offered  me  his  elegant  silver  cigarette-case. 
Having  seated  myself  and  lighted  a  cigarette,  I  said — 

"  Tell  me,  Count,  if  you  please,  am  I  to  regard  this 
as  a  business  interview  ?  " 

"  Certainment,  mon  ami !  "  he  exclaimed,  with  a 
pleasant  smile  which  seemed  to  rob  his  next  sentence  of 
weight — "  and  very  serious  business  too." 

I  smiled  in  response,  for  there  was  absolutely  nothing 
in  his  manner  or  address  that  suggested  seriousness. 

"  Ah,  my  friend,  pray  don't  smile  at  me,"  he 
remarked,  suddenly  assuming  a  lugubrious  expression 
that  was  absolutely  comical.  "  I  am  going  to  take  you 
into  my  confidence.     I  am  going  to  ask  you  to  assist  me." 

"  Pray  command  me,"  I  said.  "  I  am  all  attention," 
and  leaning  back  in  my  chair,  I  puffed  smoke-rings 
into  the  air  and  composed  myself  to  listen  to  his 
recital. 

"  You  are  aware  that  I  am  married  ?  "  he  began. 

"  No,  I  did  not  know  that.  But  permit  me  to  offer 
you  my  congratulations,  Count." 

"  Merci,  mille  merci.  I  have  been  married  four 
months,  only — four  months,  mark  you,  Donovan — and 
yet  the  Countess  and  I  are  at  daggers  drawn  at  present." 

"  Indeed.     That  is  very  sad  !  " 

"  Yes,  alas,  yes !  But  whatever  quarrel  there  is,  if 
quarrel  it  is,  is  on  her  side." 

"  But,  surely  Count,  some  provocation  or " 

"  Pardon  !  "  he  exclaimed,  interrupting  my  remark. 
"  In  a  sense,  yes ;  in  another  sense,  no  ;  I  gave  provo- 
cation, but  not  intentionally.  The  Countess  is  as 
proud  and  unforgiving  as  she  is  beautiful  and  in  a 
general  way  amiable.     She  is  a  member  of  a  noble 
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Austrian  family  who  have  ever  been  noted  for  their 
unbending  pride.  But  to  my  trouble.  It  is  this.  I 
have  been  in  London  for  some  time  engaged  in 
diplomatic  business  in  connection  with  the  Austrian 
Embassy-  On  the  eve  of  my  leaving  London  to  bring 
home  my  bride,  a  gentleman  called  upon  me.  He  was 
an  Italian,  and  gave  his  name  as  Carlo  Cellucino.  He 
brought  a  letter  of  introduction  from  my  friend  Monsieur 
Eugene  St. -Joseph,  the  French  Consul  at  Grenoa,  of 
which  place  he  said  he  was  a  native.  He  represented 
himself  as  belonging  to  an  exceedingly  good  family,  but 
had  ruined  himself  by  gambling.  The  last  bit  of 
property  he  possessed  was  a  set  of  magnificent  diamonds. 
They  were  family  heirlooms,  and  had  come  to  him 
through  his  mother,  and  he  had  presented  them  to  his 
wife.  But  she  was  dead,  and  wishing  to  raise  money, 
and  learning  that  I  was  about  to  wed,  he  came  to  offer 
to  sell  the  diamonds  to  me  in  preference  to  disposing  of 
them  through  the  ordinary  channels  of  sale  for  such 
things.  He  had  the  diamonds  with  him  in  an  elegant 
velvet-lined  case,  and  I  was  greatly  struck  with  their 
beauty  and  brilliancy  The  price  he  asked  was  twenty- 
five  thousand  pounds.  A  large  sum,  but  still  under  the 
circumstances  of  my  marriage  with  a  wealthy  lady,  and 
as  I  had  recently  succeeded  to  a  snug  little  fortune, 
I  thought  it  was  not  an  extravagant  expenditure  to 
incur  in  making  a  present  to  my  bride.  So  I  told  him 
that  if  he  liked  to  leave  the  stones  with  me  for  three 
days  I  would  have  them  examined  and  reported  upon 
by  an  expert,  and  if  that  report  was  favourable  and  the 
price  he  asked  represented  their  value,  I  would  purchase 
them. 

"  He  expressed  himself  as  entirely  satisfied  with  that 
arrangement,  and  asked   me   to   give   him   a  written 
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agreement  to  that  effect,  which  I  did ;  and  when  an 
appointment  had  been  made  for  the  morning  of  the 
third  day  from  that  one,  he  took  his  leave. 

"In  the  course  of  the  afternoon  I  drove  to  Gold- 
schmidt  and  Gliickstein's,  the  renowned  dealers  in 
precious  stones,  taking  the  diamonds  with  me,  and  I 
asked  them  to  value  and  examine  them.  This  they  did 
very  carefully  in  my  presence,  with  the  result  that  they 
pronounced  the  gems  as  being  perfect  of  their  kind ; 
but  they  thought  twenty  thousand  pounds  represented 
their  full  value,  and  strongly  advised  me  not  to  pay 
more.  True  to  the  appointment,  Carlo  Cellucino  came 
to  my  house  on  the  third  morning,  and  I  told  him  what 
I  had  been  advised  was  the  true  value  of  the  gems,  and 
if  he  chose  to  accept  twenty  thousand  pounds  I  would 
purchase  them.  He  seemed  greatly  disappointed,  and 
asked  me  if  I  would  increase  the  price  by  three 
thousand,  but  I  declined  to  do  that,  whereupon  he  said 
that  he  regretted  he  could  not  accept  my  offer.  So  I 
gave  him  the  case  of  jewels,  which  he  received  regret- 
fully ;  and,  having  examined  them,  he  handed  me  back 
the  agreement  he  held,  and,  bidding  me  good  morning, 
went  as  far  as  the  door.  Then  suddenly  returning  and 
placing  the  case  on  the  table  before  me,  he  said — ■ 

"  '  Count,  I  cannot  resist  your  offer.  Poverty  drives 
me  to  accept  it.  Pray  give  me  the  money,  and  the 
diamonds  are  yours.'  As  I  had  nothing  like  that  sum 
at  my  London  bankers  at  the  time,  I  told  him  I 
would  remit  him  the  money  within  a  week  from 
Austria  by  a  draft  payable  at  sight ;  but  he  said  that  he 
must  have  the  money  at  once  as  he  was  going  abroad 
himself,  so  I  gave  him  an  order  on  my  agents  here 
in  the  city,  and  asked  them  to  pay  him  the  cash  on 
presentation  of  the  order,  and  I  sent  my  secretary  to 
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them  with  a  private  letter  so  that  there  should  be  no 
hitch.  Within  three  hours  Cellucino  had  received  the 
money.  Now  comes  the  sequel,  and  I  am  sure  it  will 
astonish  you." 

"  Nothing  in  this  world  would  astonish  me,  Count, 
in  the  way  of  roguery,"  I  remarked,  as  I  accepted 
another  of  his  cigarettes  and  lighted  it. 

"  Ah,  but  you  don't  know,"  he  remarked  sadly. 
"  This  business  is  without  a  parallel.  I  duly  presented 
the  jewels  to  my  bride " 

"The  supposed  jewels,"  I  said. 

"  What  supposed  jewels  ?  " 

"  The  imitations." 

"  How  did  you  know  that  ?  "  he  demanded  sharply . 

"  My  dear  Count,  the  -whole  business  is  as  clear  as 
plate-glass  to  me,"  I  answered.  "  When  the  clever 
Carlo  Cellucino  took  the  case  from  you  and  walked  to 
the  door  on  your  telling  him  that  you  would  only  pay 
twenty  thousand  pounds,  he  produced  another  case 
identical  in  appearance,  but  containing  imitation 
stones." 

"  By  heaven,  Donovan,  you  are  right !  "  the  Count 
exclaimed,  a  little  excitedly. 

"  Of  course  I  am.  The  whole  business  was,  as  we 
say,  a  plant.  Cellucino  is  evidently  an  accomplished 
swindler.  He  asked  you  twenty-five  thousand  pounds 
for  the  real  stones  in  the  first  instance,  knowing  very 
well  that  you  would  be  advised  not  to  pay  so  much. 
His  assumed  disappointment,  his  refusal  to  accept  your 
offer,  and  then  the  sudden  changing  of  his  mind,  were 
the  means  he  employed  to  throw  you  off  your  guard 
and  disarm  suspicion.     Is  that  so,  or  is  it  not  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  no  doubt  it  was  so.  Well,  but  now 
listen  to  what  follows.     I  gave  the  jewels  to  my  wife  as 


THE  GREAT  DIAMOND  FRAUDS.  47 

a  marriage  present,  and  she  was  mightily  pleased  with 
them.  Neither  she  nor  I  suspected  for  a  single  instant 
that  I  had  been  sold,  and  we  might  have  remained  in 
ignorance  for  a  long  time.  It  was  pitiable  ignorance, 
no  doubt,  but  we  are  not  all  experts,  you  know.  How- 
ever, soon  after  we  came  back  to  London,  the  Countess 
was  presented  at  Court  by  her  great  friend  the  Duchess 
of  Medway.  My  wife  wore  these  wretched  imitation 
diamonds,  which  seem  to  have  particularly  attracted 
the  notice  of  the  Duchess,  who,  after  the  presentation, 
asked  my  wife  why  she  had  worn  imitation  stones. 
The  Countess,  as  may  be  imagined,  was  much  irritated, 
for  her  pride  was  wounded  to  the  quick.  She  was 
stung  as  she  had  never  before  been  stung  in  her  life. 
She  came  home  furious,  and  accused  me  of  having 
deceived  her  in  the  matter.  I  was  thunderstruck,  and, 
of  course,  protested  ;  and  though  I  told  her  that  I  my- 
self had  been  deceived,  she  would  not  believe  it ;  and,  of 
course,  I  could  give  her  no  proof.  I  took  the  wretched 
things  to  Goldschmidt  and  Giuckstein's,  and  they 
immediately  said  that  the  stones  were  not  those  they 
had  valued  for  me  ;  and  that  while  the  imitations  were 
very  good  of  their  kind,  and  calculated  to  deceive  an 
unpractised  eye,  they  were  not  worth  more  than  a  few 
hundred  pounds.  That  is  the  whole  story.  Nov/, 
what  I  want  you  to  do  is  this.  Bring  the  rascal  Cellu- 
cino  to  book,  so  that  my  wife  may  know  that  I  did  not 
wilfully  deceive  her  in  this  affair.  Of  course  if  we 
had  discovered  the  fraud  ourselves  it  would  not  have 
mattered  so  much  ;  but  what  rankles  with  the  Countess 
so  deeply  is  the  fact  of  her  friend  the  Duchess  having 
accused  her  of  wearing  false  diamonds  at  the  Drawing 
Room.  Do  you  see  ?  The  family  pride  and  the 
womanly  vanity  were  wounded  at  one  blow." 
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It  certainly  was  a  strange  story,  and  it  made  it 
obvious  that  the  Italian  adventurer  Cellucino — not  that 
I  believed  Cellucino  was  his  real  name — was  a  consum- 
mate master  in  the  art  of  swindling. 

Having  obtained  all  the  particulars  I  could  from  the 
Count,  and  a  description  of  Cellucino,  I  set  to  work  to 
try  and  get  on  his  track.  The  first  thing  I  did  was  to 
telegraph  to  Monsieur  St.-Joseph,  the  French  Consul  at 
Genoa,  asking  if  he  knew  any  one  by  the  name  of 
Cellucino.  As  I  suspected,  the  answer  was,  "  No ; 
never  heard  of  such  a  person."  Unfortunately,  the 
letter  of  introduction  the  fellow  had  presented  to  the 
Count  had  been  destroyed,  but  at  the  time  of  reading 
it  the  Count  saw  nothing  in  the  handwriting  that  would 
lead  him  to  suppose  it  was  a  forgery-  But  from  the 
fact  that  Cellucino  was  able  to  imitate  Monsieur  St.- 
Joseph's  writing,  it  was  pretty  clear  he  must  have 
known  something  about  him,  and  I  felt  that  that  in  itself 
was  likely  to  afford  me  a  clue.  The  fact  of  Cellucino 
being  in  possession  of  real  diamonds  valued  at  twenty 
thousand  pounds  showed  that  he  was  no  ordinary 
swindler.  Those  diamonds  were  his  capital  and  stock- 
in-trade,  without  which,  of  course,  he  could  not  work. 
And  that  he  was  to  some  extent  an  accomplished  rascal 
was  evident,  because  a  vulgar  and  ignorant  man  would 
hardly  have  dared  to  have  flown  at  such  high  game  as 
Count  Weberstein.  For  cleverness  of  conception  and 
the  artful  carrying  out  of  all  the  details  which  were  so 
important  to  success,  the  case  was  conspicuously  original. 
And  a  man  who  had  done  so  well  was  not  likely  to 
pause,  for  he  had  the  means  in  his  hands  of  rapidly 
reaping  a  fortune  ;  nor  was  it  likely  that  he  would 
miss  the  chance.    He  would  grow  bolder  by  his  success. 

One  very  important  point  to  determine  at  the  onset 
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was  how  did  Oelluoino  become  possessed  of  the  real 
stones.  Had  he  stolen  them  ?  If  so,  the  circumstances 
of  the  robbery  might  afford  me  a  clue.  All  my 
inquiries,  however,  failed  to  elicit  any  information  of  a 
robbery  of  a  set  of  diamonds  of  that  kind.  This  was 
a  little  puzzling,  but  I  inferred  from  it  that  the  fellow 
was  Avorking  in  partnership  with  some  one,  and  that 
the  decoy  nest-egg  had  been  legitimately  purchased  in 
the  first  instance.  While  I  was  still  searching  for  a 
trail  that  would  lead  me  to  the  rascal's  retreat,  Count 
Weberstein  received  an  inquiry  from  a  lady  then  resid- 
ing in  Edinburgh,  and  with  whom  he  had  some  slight 
acquaintance,  asking  him  if  he  knew  one  Cellueino. 
The  letter  explained  that  this  man  had  come  to  her 
with  a  letter  of  introduction  from  the  Count,  and  he 
told  her  the  same  story  as  he  had  told  the  Count,  and 
played  the  same  trick  upon  her.  But  in  this  instance 
he  only  offered  her  diamond  earrings  and  a  diamond 
pendant,  valued  at  three  thousand  pounds ;  and  when 
he  had  rung  the  changes  successfully,  the  lady  found 
herself  in  possession  of  stones  worth  a  few  pounds  only. 
In  her  case,  as  we  subsequently  learnt,  as  in  the 
Count's,  the  fraud  was  discovered  by  chance.  She 
broke  the  pendant  and  took  it  to  a  jeweller  to  be 
repaired,  and  by  him  she  was  informed  that  the  stones 
were  only  imitations.  She  had  preserved  the  letter  of 
introduction,  which  I  secured,  and  on  comparing  it 
with  the  Count's  handwriting  it  proved  to  be  an  almost 
perfect  facsimile.  It  will  be  remembered  that  the 
Count  had  given  Cellueino  a  written  acknowledgment 
of  having  received  the  diamonds  pending  the  examin- 
ation by  an  expert,  and  could  there  be  any  doubt  about 
that  letter  having  afforded  the  clever  cheat  the  model 
he  required  in  order  to  imitate  it  ? 
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The  fraud  had  now  assumed  large  proportions,  and 
I  felt  it  necessary  to  insert  a  letter  in  all  the  leading 
London  papers,  cautioning  the  public  against  the 
accomplished  rascal,  who  so  successfully  acted  his  part, 
and  bled  his  dupes  with  such  professional  coolness. 
His  boldness  had  so  far  served  him  well,  but  that  very 
boldness,  I  was  disposed  to  think,  would  ultimately 
give  him  into  my  hands. 

As  I  had  formed  a  strong  opinion  in  my  own  mind 
that  Collucino  might  have  been  connected  at  some  time 
or  other  with  the  French  Consulate  at  Genoa,  I  set 
off  for  that  city  and  had  an  interview  Avith  Monsieur 
St.-Joseph.  The  interview  did  not  seem  to  promise 
much.  Monsieur  St. -Joseph  knew  no  one  who  in  the 
least  degree  answered  to  the  description  of  Cellucino, 
and  he  was  puzzled  very  much  to  understand  how  his 
name  and  handwriting  could  have  been  used  as  an  aid 
to  the  perpetration  of  the  fraud. 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt,  sir,"  I  said,  "  that  this 
fellow  must  have  known  you,  or  something  about  you. 
Otherwise,  how  came  it  that  he  used  your  name. 
Have  you  dismissed  any  of  your  employes  of  late  ?  " 

"  No."  Then  after  a  moment's  pause  he  exclaimed, 
"  Stay.  Now  I  remember.  About  twelve  months  ago 
I  dismissed  my  secretary,  as  we  did  not  get  on  very 
well  together." 

"  What  was  his  name  ?  " 

"  Henri  Eosseau,  a  native  of  Paris." 

"  Can  you  describe  him  ?  " 

''  I  can  show  you  his  likeness.  "We  keep  likenesses  of 
every  one  connected  with  the  Consul's  office."  Here 
he  produced  a  box,  and,  opening  it,  he  showed  me  the 
photograph  on  glass,  in  the  old  style,  of  a  very  hand- 
some   young    man    of    about    eight-and-twenty.      I 
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examined  it  very  critically  for  some  minutes.  Then 
said — 

"  Monsieur  St.-Joseph,  I  must  ask  you  to  let  me 
take  this  photograph  away  for  a  time." 

"  Why  ?  "  he  asked,  with  an  expression  of  surprise. 

"  Because  it  may  be  of  use." 

"  But  surely  you  don't  suspect  that  man  ?  " 

"  Pardon  me,  Monsieur,  if  I  decline  at  this  stage  to 
commit  myself  to  any  statement.  Justice  may  be 
served,  however,  by  your  complying  with  my  request." 

Ho  shrugged  his  shoulders,  blew  a  cloud  of  smoke 
from  his  cigarette,  and  remarked — 

"  As  you  will.  You  detectives  are  curious  fellows. 
No  one,  I  declare,  is  safe  from  your  suspicious." 

I  smiled,  took  the  photograph,  thanked  him  for  his 
courtesy,  and  withdrew,  feeling  that  I  had  got  a  clue  at 
last.  The  reader  may  naturally  ask,  "  Where  was  the 
clue  ? "  The  answer  is  easily  given.  From  the 
minute  and  detailed  description  I  had  of  Carlo  Cellu- 
ciuo  I  had  mentally  photographed  him,  and  in  this 
likeness  of  Henri  llosseau  I  thought  I  detected  a 
strong  resemblance — a  family  likeness,  in  fact — which 
led  me  to  infer  that  he  and  Cellucino  might  be  closely 
related.  And  my  opinion  was  that  if  I  could 
discover  Kosseau,  I  might  possibly  get  on  the  track 
of  Cellucino. 

Three  days  spent  in  Genoa  enabled  me  to  learn 
something  of  the  habits  of  Eosseau  during  the  time  he 
had  lived  there.  It  was  his  custom  to  nightly  visit  the 
Cafe  Conradi,  where  he  always  took  his  supper.  It 
would  appear  that  he  was  much  given  to  gambling,  and 
lost  sums  of  money  far  beyond  his  ability  to  pay.  On 
leaving  Grenoa  he  was  indebted  to  the  proprietor  of  the 
cafe   in   a    sum    exceeding    a    thousand    francs.     He 
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promised  to  remit  this  amount  from  Paris,  but  it  was 
never  sent,  though  Eosseau  wrote  from  Paris  two  or 
three  times  to  excuse  himself.  Then  his  correspondence 
ceased,  and  he  could  be  heard  of  no  more. 

To  Paris  I  accordingly  went,  and  called  at  the  last 
address  given  by  Eosseau  to  the  proprietor  of  the 
Genoa  cafe.  He  had  lived  in  apartments  there,  and  I 
was  told  he  had  been  gone  away  about  eight  months, 
and  it  was  believed  he  had  married  an  actress  of  the 
Chatelet.  Inquiries  pushed  at  this  theatre  revealed  to 
me  that  the  actress  who  had  become  Madame  Henri 
Eosseau  was  none  other  than  the  beautiful  but  heartless 
Mdlle.  Therese  Fontaine— "  La  Belle  Fontaine,"  as 
the  gilded  youth  of  Paris  had  fondly  called  her.  This 
news  was  instructive.  La  Belle  Fontaine  was  the 
young  lady  who  had  beguiled  Count  "Weberstein,  and  I 
began  to  think  that  the  scent  was  getting  warm.  A 
little  later  I  ascertained  that  the  last  heard  of  Eosseau 
and  his  wife  was  that  they  had  gone  to  London.  My 
next  move,  therefore,  was  to  London  also,  and  I 
immediately  wrote  to  Count  "Weberstein  asking  him  to 
appoint  an  interview  as  soon  as  possible.  He  named 
the  hour  of  eleven  at  his  residence  in  Park  Lane,  and 
when  he  had  greeted  me  he  inquired  if  I  had  met  with 
any  success. 

"  Before  answering  you,  Count,"  I  said,  "  will  you 
answer  me  a  question  or  two  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  if  it  will  help  you  in  any  way." 

"  It  will  help  me.  First,  then,  do  you  know  if  La 
Belle  Fontaine  is  married  ?  " 

There  was  a  certain  ansiousness  in  his  expression,  as 
he  looked  inquiringly  at  me  and  answered — • 

"  No.     Why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

Ignoring  his  question,  I  continued — 
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"  Have  you  ever  seen  her  or  heard  from  her  since  you 
left  Paris  ?  " 

He  hesitated  and  appeared  confused,  but  at  last 
answered  me. 

"  After  I  came  to  London  she  wrote  several  letters  to 
me  asking  for  money." 

"  And  you  sent  her  money  ?  " 

"  I  did.  Soon  after  my  engagement  was  announced 
she  again  wrote  demanding  a  large  sum,  and  gave  an 
address  near  Leicester  Square  where  the  money  was  to 
be  sent  to." 

"  Did  you  send  it  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  What  followed  then  ?  " 

"  She  again  wrote,  threatening  to  ruin  me  if  I  did 
not  comply  with  her  demand." 

"Well?" 

"  As  I  was  anxious  to  avoid  any  scandal  on  the  eve 
of  my  marriage,  I  called  upon  her." 

"  And  you  saw  her  ?  " 

"  I  did.  And  presumably  she  construed  my  act  as 
due  to  fear,  so  she  doubled  her  demands." 

"  Did  you  comply  with  them  ?  " 

"  Oh  dear,  no  !  I  felt  that  I  had  been  weak  in  going 
to  her ;  but  I  offered  her  about  an  eighth  of  what  she 
wanted  if  she  would  sign  a  paper  undertaking  not  to 
annoy  me  any  more.  This  she  declined  to  do,  so  I 
declined  to  give  her  any  money  and  made  up  my  mind 
to  defy  her." 

"  You  quarrelled,  then  ?  " 

"  Well,  we  parted  in  anger." 

"  Have  you  seen  her  since  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Nor  heard  from  her  ?  " 
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"No." 

"  Did  she  carry  out  her  threat  ?  " 

"  Not  that  I  am  aware  of." 

As  I  accepted  another  of  the  Count's  excellent 
cigarettes  I  rose  to  take  my  departure,  and,  shaking  his 
proffered  hand,  I  said — 

"  Count,  I  think  I  may  venture  to  promise  that  I 
shall  succeed  before  long  in  bringing  the  man  who  so 
cleverly  swindled  you  to  account." 

"  But  no  re-opening  the  book  of  the  past,"  he 
remarked  significantly,  and  in  a  nervous  and  anxious 
way. 

"  I  will  endeavour  to  keep  the  book  clasped  and 
sealed,"  I  answered,  with  a  reassuring  smile. 

Of  course  I  did  not  expect  to  find  Madame  Eosseau — 
La  Belle  Fontaine — at  the  address  where  Count 
Weberstein  had  visited  her  in  London  ;  but  I  did 
expect  to  pick  up  a  trace  of  her.  Nor  was  I  mistaken. 
She  had  left  some  time  ago,  and  had  been  heard  to  say 
that  she  was  going  to  reside  in  Marseilles  with  her 
husband. 

A  week  later  found  me  in  Marseilles.  It  is  a  big 
place  in  which  to  look  for  a  person  unless  you  have  some 
definite  address.  But,  as  most  people  know,  it  is  far 
easier  in  France  to  find  any  one  you  want  than  it  is 
England.  We  are  rather  fond  of  boasting  that  we  are 
a  free  and  practical  people,  but  there  are  some  things 
that  we  should  be  none  the  worse  for  copying  from  our 
neighbours  across  the  Channel.  And  one  of  these 
things  is  the  system  of  registration  in  force  all  over 
France.  By  means  of  this  system  I  speedily  learnt 
that  Monsieur  and  Madame  Eosseau  rented  a  superb 
little  villa  situated  in  one  of  the  most  beautiful  suburbs 
of  Marseilles,  and  commanding  a  view  of  the  gulf  and 
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the  rocky  island  which  figure  so  conspicuously  in 
Dumas'  immortal  story  of  "  The  Count  of  Monte 
Cristo."  Here  they  lived  a  life  of  seeming  luxury 
and  ease.  La  Belle  Fontaine  struck  me  as  being  even 
more  beautiful  and  a  little  more  devilish  than  in  the 
old  days  in  Paris ;  when,  syren-like,  she  had  lured 
Count  Weberstein  into  her  toils.  Her  husband, 
Monsieur  Rosseau,  was  as  handsome  as  she  was  beauti- 
ful, and  just  as  soulless.  He  was  typically  French  in 
dress,  in  habits,  in  style.  His  creed  might  possibly 
have  been  summed  up  thus  :  To  enjoy  life  in  this  world 
is  to  live.  To  live  is  to  minister  to  the  tastes,  the 
passions,  the  sensual  appetites  ;  to  indulge  the  body  in 
every  possible  way,  and  when  one  sensation  has  palled 
seek  for  another. 

He  dressed  in  the  height  of  fashion,  so  did  his  wife. 
They  kept  their  horses  and  carriages ;  they  had 
numerous  servants ;  their  home  was  luxurious.  All 
this  meant  a  large  expenditure,  and  they  had  gained  the 
local  reputation  of  being  a  wealthy  and  highly -favoured 
couple.  But  how  was  it  all  done  ?  Where  did  the 
money  come  from?  Not  from  Madame,  for  as  a 
Parisian  actress  her  extravagance  would  have  ruined 
half-a-dozen  millionaires.  Nor  from  Monsieur,  for  he 
had  left  Genoa  without  paying  his  trifling  debts.  This 
remarkable  couple  presented  me  with  a  problem,  for 
which  I  determined  to  find  the  solution  if  it  was  in  the 
power  of  mortal  man  to  do  so.  Need  I  say  that  they 
were  kept  in  profound  ignorance  of  my  presence  in  the 
sunny  city.  They  had  no  idea  that  they  were  such 
objects  of  deep  interest  to  a  shadower  who  shadowed 
them  as  if  he  had  been  their  own  shadow.  Now  let  me 
here  state  that  I  did  not  think  Henri  Rosseau  was  the 
man  who  had  so  successfully  defrauded  Count  Weber- 
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stein.  Oh  dear,  no  !  But  what  I  did  think  was,  that 
Henri  Eosseau  could  tell  a  good  deal  about  that  little 
business  if  he  was  disposed  to  speak  on  the  subject ;  and 
through  him  I  expected  to  get  on  the  track  of  the 
interesting  Carlo  Cellucino,  for  I  had  quite  made  up  my 
mind  that  there  was  a  connection  between  the  two,  and 
I  anticipated  that,  all  unknown  to  himself,  Eosseau 
would  deliver  the  other  man  into  my  hands. 

One  day  Monsieur  and  Madame  Henri  Eosseau 
departed  for  Paris.  It  was  only  a  temporary  depar- 
ture, because  they  left  all  their  belongings  behind 
them.  Their  journey  was  probably  one  of  pleasure  and 
business  combined.  At  this  time  I  had  for  my 
colleague  the  clever  French  detective  Auguste  Yerney, 
who  afterwards  became  famous,  and  was  subsequently 
stabbed  to  death  in  tbe  hideous  Paris  quarter  known  as 
St.  Denis,  while  trying  to  effect  the  capture  of  the 
atrocious  murderer  Jean  Yalois,  whose  crimes  read  like 
nightmare  distortions.  I  never  knew  a  man  off  tbe 
stage  who  was  capable  of  so  successfully  disguising 
himself  as  Verney,  or  of  assuming  so  many  roles.  Had 
he  chosen  the  stage  for  his  profession  he  would  have 
made  a  rapid  fortune.  But  he  was  a  detective  by 
nature,  and  nothing  could  make  him  take  kindly  to  any 
other  calling.  "We  concerted  a  little  plan  together.  By 
a  clever  ruse  he  got  all  the  servants  out  of  the  house 
one  brilliant  afternoon.  Then  he  and  I  clandestinely 
entered,  and  without  a  moment's  loss  of  time  we  set 
to  work  to  search  for  evidence  that  would  justify  my 
deductions  and  suspicions.  Nor  were  we  long  before 
we  found  them.  In  the  chief  bedroom — that  occupied 
by  Monsieur  and  Madame,  which  was  ravishing  in 
its  appointments  and  upholstering — was  a  large  Louis 
Quatorze  escritoire.     Yerney  was  provided  with  keys 
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that  would  open  anything  in  the  shape  of  a  lock, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  we  had  that  desk  opened,  and 
were  eagerly,  and  perhaps  a  little  excitedly,  examining 
bundles  of  papers  and  letters;  and  speedily  was  it 
made  manifest  to  us  by  documentary  evidence  that 
Eosseau  was  a  perfect  imitator  of  handwriting. 
Here  were  specimens  of  the  handwriting  of  various 
high  personages,  and  on  slips  of  paper  were  facsimiles 
written  by  Eosseau.  This  discovery  was  of  great 
importance ;  but  of  even  greater  importance  was 
that  disclosed  by  a  bundle  of  correspondence  which 
proved  that  "  Carlo  Cellucino  "  was  none  other  than 
Eosseau's  own  brother,  and  we  learnt  from  recent 
letters  that  the  arch  cheat  was  at  that  very  time  in 
London,  seeking  no  doubt  for  fresh  victims.  Perhaps 
I  and  my  companion  could  be  pardoned  for  a  feeling  of 
pride  and  exultation  in  having  thus  unearthed  a  nest 
of  vipers.  If  Monsieur  and  Madame  Eosseau  had  only 
dreamed  that  that  correspondence  was  to  fall  into  our 
hands,  they  would  surely  have  made  a  bonfire  of  the 
whole  house  rather  than  allowed  the  secrets  of  the 
escritoire  to  have  betrayed  them.  But  it  was  only 
another  illustration  of  the  fatuity  of  criminals,  which, 
if  a  detective  only  knows  how  to  take  advantage  of, 
serves  him  well. 

That  night  I  started  for  London,  and  went  through 
without  break  of  journey,  and  twelve  hours  after 
reaching  English  soil,  Pierre  Eosseau — for  that  was  his 
name — alias  "  Carlo  Cellucino,"  andany  number  of  other 
aliases,  was  my  prisoner.  I  arrested  him  jutt  as  he 
was  about  to  begin  a  very  luxurious  little  repast  in  a 
West  End  hotel.  When  he  found  that  the  game  was 
up,  he  drew  a  revolver  with  the  intention  of  shooting 
either  me  or  himself,  or  both,  it  may  be  ;  but  his  action 
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was  not  quick  enough.  I  knocked  the  deadly  weapon 
from  his  hand,  fell  upon  him,  and,  with  the  assistance 
of  two  or  three  waiters,  secured  him.  Amongst  his 
luggage  was  found  the  valuable  set  of  decoy  diamonds, 
and  a  large  collection  of  the  imitations.  It  was  subse- 
quently proved  that  the  real  stones  had  been  presented 
to   La   Belle   Fontaine    by  one   of  her  most   ardent 

admirers,  the  Old  Duke  of ;  it  is  not  necessary  to 

mention  his  name. 

During  the  time  that  intervened  between  Rosseau's 
committal  and  his  trial,  the  most  startling  evidence  was 
collected  of  the  extent  of  his  depredations.  Many  of 
the  aristocratic  people  whom  he  had  swindled  declined 
to  come  forward,  not  wishing  to  expose  their  own  folly, 
I  suppose.  But  we  proved  beyond  doubt  that  he  had 
succeeded  in  netting  a  sum  of  upwards  of  a  hundred 
thousand  pounds.  He  worked,  of  course,  in  connection 
with  his  brother  and  sister-in-law.  Henri  Rosseau  had 
the  faculty  of  being  able  to  imitate  any  handwriting, 
and  the  letters  of  introduction  emanated  from  him ; 
while  Madame,  by  her  syren  wiles,  drew  forth  corre- 
spondence from  men  in  high  quarters  in  order  that 
specimens  of  their  handwriting  might  be  obtained. 
The  united  cleverness  of  this  precious  trio,  had  it  been 
put  to  a  legitimate  use,  might  have  enabled  them  to 
have  left  the  world  better  than  they  found  it.  But 
they  chose  to  prey  upon  the  folly  and  vanity  of 
mankind,  and  live  as  though  they  thought  the  sun 
would  never  set  nor  the  night  come.  But  the  dark- 
ness fell  upon  them  very  suddenly.  Over  the  jury 
that  tried  Eosseau  and  his  wife  in  France,  Madame's 
beauty  prevailed,  and  she  got  off  with  the  light 
sentence  of  four  years'  imprisonment.  Her  husband, 
however,  was  put  away  for  life ;  and  so  was  "  Carlo 
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Celluoino."  Consequently  each  had  time  to  reflect — 
one  in  a  French  and  the  other  in  an  English  prison — that 
honest  poverty  is  more  conductive  to  happiness  and 
contentment  than  criminal  wealth.  I  had  the  satis- 
faction of  being  congratulated  by  Count  "Weberstein  on 
my  success,  and  of  knowing  that  he  and  the  Countess 
were  quite  reconciled. 
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The  man  whose  duty  it  is  to  bring  home  crime  to  evil- 
doers can  scarcely  avoid  coming  to  the  conclusion  at 
times  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  goodness  in  human 
nature.  This  is,  of  course,  the  extreme  of  cynicism, 
and  it  is  a  very  sad  view  to  take,  but  alas  !  it  is  almost 
justified.  I  say  "  almost,"  because  sometimes  women 
do  deeds  of  nobleness  which  serve  in  a  large  measure  to 
redeem  us  from  entire  condemnation.  I  particularly 
refer  to  women,  for  I  think  that  they  alone  understand 
in  its  most  exalted  sense  the  meaning  of  unselfishness. 
It  may  be  said  that  this  is  a  mere  sentiment,  but  if  it 
is  so,  peculiar  emphasis  is  given  to  it  in  the  following 
story,  which,  unhappily,  is  too  true. 

Mr.  John  Marshall  had  gained  the  reputation  of 
being  an  upright  and  honest  man.  He  had  been  in 
business  in  the  city  of  London  as  a  commission  agent 
and  broker  for  something  like  forty  years,  and  had 
inspired  such  confidence  that  men  would  have  trusted 
him  to  almost  unlimited  extent.  He  was  somewhat 
easy-going,  and  not  ambitious,  otherwise  lie  might  have 
risen  to  great  heights.  But  he  was  a  dilettante ;  he 
loved  books,  he  had  a  sneaking  regard  for  science,  and 
he  was  something  more  than  a  respectable  amateur  in 
botany.  These  tastes,  however,  do  not  blend  well  with 
the  hard,  grubbing,  musty  sort  of  life  a  City  man  of 
necessity  leads.  Mr.  Marshall  experienced  this,  and 
he  would  have  preferred  to  have  passed  his  time  over 
his  hobbies  ;  but  the  City  claimed  him  for  its  own.    He 
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knew  that  he  could  never  distinguish  himself  in  litera- 
ture, never  make  his  mark  as  a  scientific  man,  nor 
stand  out  conspicuously  as  a  light  in  botany.  His 
inclinations  tended  that  way,  but  he  was  conscious  of 
something  lacking,  and  so  he  devoted  himself  bravely 
to  his  City  work,  and  found  the  means  to  gratify  his 
particular  tastes  in  such  spare  hours  as  he  had  at  his 
disposal.  By  nature  he  was  a  gentle,  lovable  man, 
and  very  highly  respected ;  though  there  is  little 
doubt  that  by  the  hard-headed  money-spinners  of  the 
great  hub  with  whom  he  came  in  contact  he  was 
considered  to  be  rather  wanting  in  that  grit  which  is 
essential  to  him  who  would  get  the  best  of  a  bargain. 
In  other  words,  he  was  not  considered  to  be  shrewd 
enough,  nor  sharp  enough,  nor — shall  I  add  the 
word — unscrupulous  enough,  to  rise  to  eminence  as  a 
City  man,  who  of  all  other  men — so  it  is  contended  by 
those  who  profess  to  know — should  never  indulge  in 
sentiment. 

I  once  heard  a  very  successful  and  very  wealthy  City 
gentleman,  who  represented  with  credit  a  Radical  con- 
stituency in  Parliament,  say  at  a  public  meeting,  in 
referring  to  his  own  successful  career — 

"  If  you  want  to  make  your  way  in  the  City  you 
must  be  as  hard  as  flint,  and  as  deaf  as  an  adder  to  all 
appeals  for  sympathy." 

It  was  a  very  human  doctrine,  but  none  the  less 
revolting.  But  that  man  made  his  mark.  He  was  a 
"  distinguished  citizen."  He  was  in  his  time  presented 
with  illuminated  addresses,  services  of  plate,  his  full- 
length  portrait,  and  so  forth.  And  his  name  figured 
on  the  board  of  directors  of  many  a  successful 
company.  But  he  was  "  as  hard  as  flint,"  and  any  man 
getting  the   better   of  him  would  have    been   clever 
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indeed.  This  eminent  citizen  died  in  due  course — for 
we  all  end  in  dust,  whether  we  be  eminent  or  not — and 
a  pompous,  costly  monument  in  Brompton  Cemetery 
records  a  long  list  of  his  virtues,  which,  however,  existed 
only  in  the  imagination  of  the  writer  of  the  eulogistic 
epitaph  ;  but  then  you  see  the  dead  man  "  cut  up,"  as 
the  vulgar  phrasing  has  it,  to  the  tune  of  a  quarter  of 
a  million  personalty.  That,  no  doubt,  was  a  virtue  in 
the  eyes  of  his  recorder.  The  doctrine  held  by  this 
eminent  citizen  was  not  one  that  apparently  found 
favour  with  Mr.  John  Marshall.  He  aimed  not  at  high 
places  amongst  City  magnates ;  and  in  his  own  un- 
ostentatious and  unassuming  way  it  is  presumable  on 
good  grounds  that  he  was  by  no  means  as  deaf  as  an 
adder  to  appeals  for  sympathy.  His  family  consisted 
of,  besides  his  wife,  two  daughters  and  a  son.  The 
eldest  daughter  married  an  army  officer,  and  went  with 
her  husband  to  India,  where  she  fell  a  victim  to  the 
climate.  His  youngest  daughter  was  unhappily 
deformed.  In  her  babyhood  she  fell  from  a  chair  and 
injured  her  spine.  She  was  as  the  apple  of  her  father's 
eye — well,  next  perhaps  to  his  son  Philip.  This  son 
received  a  good  education  and  spent  a  short  time  at 
Oxford,  but  did  not  distinguish  himself  in  the  ordinary 
sense.  He  did  distinguish  himself,  however,  by  a 
graceless  college  career,  and  was  sent  into  rustication. 
Then  after  a  year  or  two  of  wandering  in  foreign  lands 
he  came  home  and  entered  his  father's  business.  But  he 
was  in  no  way  a  chip  of  the  old  block.  His  ambition 
was  boundless,  and  had  his  father  listened  to  him  there 
is  no  telling  what  would  have  been  his  end ;  but  Mr. 
Marshall  resolutely  pursued  his  steady,  plodding  way. 
He  found  ample  compensation  for  his  labours  in  the  City, 
and  in  the  bosom  of  his  family  in  his  charming  house 
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at  Highgate,  where  in  the  company  of  his  crippled 
daughter,  amongst  his  books,  his  plants,  and  flowers, 
and  his  apology  for  a  laboratory,  he  passed  a  sort 
of  idyllic  life  that  was  free  from  the  taint  of  the 
City.  But  before  the  measure  of  his  years  was  full,  a 
shaft  from  the  quiver  of  Death  suddenly  struck  him, 
and  he  was  borne  to  his  rest  amidst  the  lamentations  of 
his  widow  and  daughter.  They  were  comfortably 
provided  for,  and  to  his  son  he  left  his  business.  Up 
to  this  point  Philip  had  probably  considered  himself  in 
chains.  But  the  hour  of  freedom  struck  with  the  pass- 
ing of  his  pure-minded  father,  and  he  determined  to 
mark  it  by  showing  what  he  could  do. 

Within  a  year  of  his  father's  death  he  married  a 
young  woman  who  wished  to  pose  as  the  "  lady  "  of  a 
City  magnate,  and  Philip  aimed  at  being  the  City 
magnate.  A  town  house  was  taken.  There  were 
horses  and  carriages  and  swell  dinners,  and  all  the  out- 
ward show  of  opulence.  But  in  less  than  two  years  he 
was  judicially  separated  from  his  wife,  and  in  less  than 
three  he  was  in  the  bankruptcy  court,  with  liabilities  set 
down  at  eighty  thousand  pounds  and  assets  at  five. 

Some  five  years  later,  to  the  banging  of  the  big  drum 
and  the  blare  of  trumpet,  a  "  society  "  was  formed  by 
which  the  working  man  and  the  working  man's  family 
were  to  be  enormously  benefited,  and  every  working 
man  who  chose  to  subscribe  his  trifle  per  week  was 
ultimately  to  have  a  good  home,  fine  clothes,  and 
various  other  things  which  are  supposed  to  be  the 
distinct  privilege  of  the  rich.  These  wonders  were  to 
be  accomplished  through  the  medium  of  "  The  Friend 
of  Labour  and  Mutual  Benefit  Society."  The  prime 
mover,  in  which  was  "  The  Hon.  Lyulph  Stanley,"  and 
his  coadjutors  were  a  Mr.  Jacob  Oppenheim,  and  a  Mr. 
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Bobert    Carr    Baintree.       Under    the    segis    of    this 
triumvirate   the   Society  was    inaugurated.     Flaming 
advertisements   appeared    in    the    papers,   paragraphs 
pointing  out  the  advantage  of  the  wonderful  society 
were   freely   published,    and   circulars   were    sent   out 
broadcast  by  tens  of  thousands.     The  scheme  caught  on. 
From  all  parts  of  the  country  came  adbesions  to  it. 
The  working  man's  weekly  pence  swelled  into  pounds, 
and  hundreds   of  pounds   and  thousands  and  tens  of 
thousands  of  pounds.     The  Hon.  Lyulph  Stanley  lived 
in  great  style  in  Kensington,  and  drove  down  to  the 
Society's   chief   City  office  in  his  brougham.     Branch 
offices  were  opened  in  all   the   principal   towns ;    the 
rolling  ball  went  on  gathering,  and  the  money  poured 
in.     A  perfect  fever  of  excitement  seemed  to  seize  the 
working  classes,  who  talked  of  the  good  time  coming. 
But  after  a  while  little  whisperings  began  to  be  heard. 
They  were  like  those  sudden  warm  puffs  of  wind  in  the 
tropics  which  presage  the  coming  tornado.     Then  the 
whisperings   grew    louder,    and    ugly    rumours    were 
floated  about.     They  represented  the  gathering  clouds 
in  the  erstwhile  blue  sky.     And  at  last  the  deluded 
working  men  and  their  families  set  up  a  loud  clamour  in 
united  chorus  for  the  return  of  their  money.      Next  a 
rush  was  made  for  the  chief  City  office ;  but  the  shutters 
were   up    and   the   triumvirate   had   made   themselves 
conspicuous  by  their  absence.     Cries  of  "  swindle  "  now 
arose  in  every  quarter,  but  the  benevolent  gentlemen 
who  were  going  to  do  so  much  for  the  horny-handed 
sons  of  toil  were  as  deaf  as  adders  to  the  cries. 

When  the  Hon.  Lyulph  Stanley  was  called  upon  to 
give  some  explanation  of  the  cause  of  the  sudden 
collapse  of  the  grand  scheme,  it  was  found  that  he  had 
gone  abroad  for  his  health's  sake ;  and  on  his  magnificent 
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furniture  there  was  a  bill  of  sale,  while  his  carriages 
and  his  horses  had  been  disposed  of  some  time  before. 
As  the  hon.  gentleman  and  his  colleagues  had  neglected 
to  leave  their  addresses,  things  looked  fishy,  and  it  fell 
to  my  lot  to  see  what  I  could  make  of  them. 

Investigations  soon  proved  that  the  whole  affair  was 
one  of  the  most  gigantic  frauds  on  the  gullibility  of  the 
ignorant  that  had  been  perpetrated  during  the  century. 
Of  course  every  one  wondered  how  such  barefaced 
robbery  could  have  been  carried  on  with  such  impunity 
for  so  long  a  time.  But  it  was  an  exemplification  of 
the  old  adage,  "  What  is  every  one's  business  is 
nobody's  business."  The  swindlers  had  not  flown  at 
high  game  ;  they  had  dipped  their  hands  in  the  pockets 
of  the  humble  and  the  lowly,  and  taken  out  pence 
instead  of  pounds.  But  drops  of  water  make  the  ocean ; 
grains  of  sand  the  sea  shore.  So  these  pence  had 
enabled  the  exploiters  to  live  in  grand  style,  and  to 
scuttle  off  with  weighty  purses. 

As  my  investigations  continued,  I  brought  some 
rather  curious  facts  to  light.  Mr.  Jacob  Oppenheim's 
real  name  was  Jacob  Adler.  He  was  a  Jew,  and  had 
been  in  business  years  before  this  in  Liverpool,  and  had 
been  convicted  there  of  swindling.  On  his  release  he 
went  to  Berlin,  where  he  lived  for  some  years,  but 
suddenly  disappeared,  and  was  badly  wanted  there. 
"  Robert  Carr  Baintree  "  could  lay  no  legitimate  claim 
to  that  somewhat  high-sounding  appellation.  He  was 
only  entitled  to  be  known  by  the  less  poetical 
patronymic  of  James  Bacon,  and  he  had  started  his 
career  as  a  lawyer's  clerk,  but  had  been  discharged 
from  his  employment  for  some  irregularity.  Then  for 
a  time  he  picked  up  a  living  as  an  Old  Bailey  lawyer's 
tout ;  but  his  eager  soul  panted  for  higher  things,  and 
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thinking  that  as  Bacon  he  would  be  severely  handicapped 
in  his  aim  to  distinguish  himself,  he  became  Robert 
Carr  Baintree,  which  was  more  aristocratic.  Who  the 
Hon.  Lyulph  Stanley  was  the  reader  will  no  doubt  have 
guessed.  He  was  none  other  than  the  son  of  good  old 
John  Marshall,  whose  name  for  upwards  of  forty  years 
had  been  honoured  and  respected  in  the  City. 

Of  course,  when  all  this  was  revealed  people  marvelled 
greatly  that  such  men  should  have  been  able  to  have 
done  so  much  mischief.  But  then  people  of  yore 
marvelled  at  Columbus's  egg  until  they  knew  the 
secret,  when  they  with  uplifted  eyebrows  exclaimed, 
"  How  easy  !  "  Swindling  is  easy  too  if  you  have  but 
the  assurance  and  the  impudence,  with  the  necessary 
heartlessness.  Of  the  three  rascals,  Marshall  was  the 
only  man  whose  connections  were  really  good.  And  it 
became  necessary  for  me  to  have  interviews  with  Mrs. 
Marshall.  She,  with  her  daughter,  had  moved  into  a 
smaller  house  at  Highgate,  where  they  lived  quiet, 
almost  saintly  lives,  shedding  the  light  of  their  benign 
influence  around  them. 

Mrs.  Marshall  was  a  gentle,  charming  women,  with  a 
sweet,  pensive  face,  framed  with  snowy  hair  ;  and  the 
daughter  was  a  reflex  of  the  mother.  The  shock  to 
them  caused  by  the  revelation  of  the  son  and  brother's 
shame  and  disgrace  was  terrible,  and,  figuratively,  they 
were  bowed  into  the  dust.  But  what  seemed  to  effect 
them  deeper  still  was  the  knowledge  of  the  wide-spread 
misery  which  the  swindlers  had  caused  amongst  the 
poor  who  had  been  induced  to  entrust  their  little  savings 
to  the  "  Society  "  from  which  they  expected  to  get  so 
much  in  return.  I  proved  beyond  doubt  that  neither 
Mrs.  Marshall  nor  her  daughter  had  any  knowledge  of 
Philip's  whereabouts ;  and  though  if  I  had  consulted  my 
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own  feelings  I  should  have  said  that  for  their  sakes  I 
would  rather  he  had  escaped  the  earthly  punishment  of  his 
evil  deeds,  it  became  my  duty  to  hunt  him  and  the  other 
two  rascals  down. 

For  some  time  I  could  get  no  trace  of  them,  then  it 
came  to  my  knowledge  that  Jacob  Adler  had  a  wife  and 
family  in  Liverpool,  so  to  Liverpool  I  went,  and  found 
that  Mrs.  Adler  kept  a  tobacconist's  shop  in  the  Toxteth 
Park  Road.  For  several  days'  running  I  visited  her 
shop  and  made  some  small  purchase  each  day,  until  at 
last  I  ventured  to  inquire  for  her  husband.  The 
question  enraged  her,  not  against  me  but  him.  It 
turned  out  that  he  had  shamefully  neglected  her  for 
years,  and  she  had  seen  nothing  of  him  and  heard 
nothing  of  him  for  a  long  time.  But  incidentally  she 
mentioned  that  he  had  a  sister,  of  whom  he  was  very 
fond,  living  in  London :  and  having  ascertained  this 
lady's  address,  I  returned  to  town.  The  sister,  whose 
name  was  Stienberg,  was  a  widow,  and  was  in  business 
as  a  second-hand  furniture  and  curio  dealer,  in  Wardour 
Street.  Hers  was  one  of  those  musty,  fusty  shops 
peculiar  to  the  district.  It  was  gloomy  and  dingy,  and 
filled  with  a  heterogenous  collection  of  apparent  rubbish, 
but  which  no  doubt  had  a  value ;  though  to  the  un- 
practised eye  it  was  difficult  to  see  where  the  value  was ; 
while  the  odours  of  the  place  were  wonderfully 
suggestive  of  the  decay  of  mortal  remains.  However, 
there  are  plenty  of  mild  lunatics — I  beg  pardon, 
enthusiasts,  who  haunt  these  kinds  of  places  for  worm- 
eaten  old  furniture,  ancient  china,  rusty  armour,  and 
other  relics  of  a  bygone  age.  Large  prices  are  paid. 
The  things  are  treasured  for  a  time,  then  the  owners  die. 
The  bric-a-brac  rubbish  is  probably  sold  for  fewer 
shillings  than  the  pounds  that  were  paid,  and  it  goes 
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back  into  the  hands  of  the  Jews,  who  sell  it  over  again 
for  pounds  to  some  other  mild — enthusiasts  !  In  the 
character  of  one  of  these  enthusiasts  I  visited  Mrs.  Stien- 
berg's  shop.  A  long  green  coat,  woollen  gloves  several 
sizes  too  large  for  me,  a  wig  of  iron-grey  hair,  great 
horn  spectacles,  and  Mother  Gamp  umbrella  were  the 
details  I  adopted  to  give  effect  to  the  character  I  had 
assumed. 

Widow  Stienberg  was  a  coarse,  fat,  frowsy  woman 
of  a  strikingly  Jewish  type,  who,  thinking  she  was 
going  to  make  a  haul  out  of  me,  stuck  to  me  with  the 
instincts  of  her  race  when  they  scent  money  in  the  air. 

Day  after  day  I  went  to  her  shop,  examining  this, 
pricing  that,  and  turning  over  the  heaps  of  mouldering 
relics  of  bygone  generations,  which  filled  this  reposi- 
tory of  dust-encumbered  and  worm-eaten  rubbish,  for 
it  was  veritable  rubbish  to  me.  My  object  was,  of 
course,  to  keep  a  close  watch  on  the  woman  for  the 
slightest  sign  that  might  tend  to  betray  her  brother's 
whereabouts.  I  had  learnt  sufficient  of  the  family 
history  to  be  assured  that  she  would  rather  suffer 
torture  than  willingly  betray  her  brother  into  the 
hands  of  justice. 

I  began  to  think,  however,  that  I  should  not  succeed, 
and  she  evidently  was  coming  to  regard  me  as  rather  a 
nuisance,  for  so  far  she  had  not  been  successful  in 
seeing  the  colour  of  my  money.  One  afternoon  as  it 
was  growing  dusk,  I  was  in  the  shop,  and  by  the  aid  of 
a  candle  stuck  in  an  ancient  sconce  she  was  displaying, 
in  the  hope  of  securing  me  as  a  customer,  some  faded 
brocaded  curtains,  that  she  assured  me  had  once 
adorned  the  boudoir  of  the  hapless  Marie  Antoinette. 
I  was  really  feeling  interested  in  the  curtains,  which  in 
their  pristine  freshness  must  haye  been  magnificent, 
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and  have  cost  a  small  fortune.  But  suddenly  there 
entered  from  the  street  an  old  bowed  man  with  white 
hair,  his  face  half  hidden  by  a  soft  felt  hat  with  a  very 
broad  brim,  blue  spectacles,  and  the  upturned  collar  of 
his  coat.  He  passed  on,  taking  no  notice  of  us,  and 
entered  the  room  at  the  back  of  the  shop.  He  had  all 
the  appearance  of  an  aged  man,  save  in  one  thing — his 
gait.  His  walk  had  nothing  of  age  in  it.  This  struck 
me  at  once,  and  instantly  all  my  suspicions  were 
aroused.  The  light  in  the  shop  was  very  dim.  In  the 
back  room,  which  was  separated  from  the  shop  by  a 
half-glazed  door  screened  with  a  red  blind,  a  lamp  was 
burning.  I  was  resolved  to  get  a  better  view  of  the 
old  man,  so  catching  up  one  of  the  curtains  which  I 
was  engaged  in  examining,  I  said,  "  I  cannot  see  this 
thing  here,  I  will  go  to  the  lamp,"  and  before  she 
could  protest  or  stop  me,  I  went  towards  the  separating 
door,  pushed  it  open  and  stood  in  the  room.  The  old 
man  was  there.  He  seemed  astonished  and  confused  by 
my  intrusion.  He  had  taken  off  his  bat  and  placed  it  on 
the  table ;  he  caught  it  up  hurriedly,  however,  as  I  entered 
and  placed  it  on  his  head  again.  But  he  was  too  late. 
I  had  seen  enough  to  convince  me  that  his  look  and 
appearance  of  age  were  simulated.  I  dropped  the 
curtain,  sprang  towards  him,  knocked  off  his  hat, 
tugged  at  his  grey  hair,  and,  as  I  expected,  it  came 
away  in  my  hand.     It  was  a  wig. 

"  Jacob  Adler,  I  arrest  you  on  a  charge  of  swind- 
ling," I  exclaimed. 

His  sister  screamed  at  the  very  top  of  her  voice,  and 
he  seemed  disposed  to  make  a  desperate  resistance. 
But  I  seized  him  and  dragged  him  through  the  shop  to 
the  door,  and  there  I  called  on  a  passer-by  to  aid  me  in 
the  name  of  the  law.     In  a  few  minutes  the  assistance 
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of  two  constables  was  procured,  and  Jacob  Adler,  alias 
Oppenheim,  was  safe  in  custody.  I  then  returned  and 
searched  the  premises,  and  in  a  room  which  had  been 
occupied  by  Adler  as  a  bedroom,  I  found  corre- 
spondence which  showed  that  James  Bacon  had  started 
for  Mexico,  and  that  Philip  Marshall  was  living  in 
Paris  under  the  name  of  Rudolph  Henty 

The  next  day  I  was  off  to  Paris,  and  in  a  few  hours 
after  my  arrival  I  effected  the  arrest  of  Marshall,  and 
the  manner  of  doinsr  it  Avas  no  less  dramatic  than  that 
of  Adler.  I  found  that  he  was  living  in  apartments  on 
the  Boulevard  du  Foissoniere.  He  Avas  not  in  Avhen  I 
called,  but  I  was  informed  by  a  servant  that  he  had  gone 
with  his  landlady,  her  two  daughters,  and  some  friends 
of  theirs  to  the  somewhat  notorious  Moulin  Rouge, 
which  is  a  cafe  restaurant  and  dancing  garden  of  true 
Parisian  type. 

Here  I  found  my  man  dining  with  his  acquaintances. 
The  business  of  the  place  was  in  full  swing.  Dancing 
Avas  going  on,  and  a  light-hearted,  frivolous  crowd 
sauntered  and  lounged  about,  smoking,  chatting,  and 
laughing,  while  the  diners  sat  in  little  arbours  ;  and 
white-aproned,  white-napkined,  short-haired,  bullet- 
headed  waiters  flitted  to  and  fro  attending  to  the 
wants  of  the  numerous  customers.  I  was  accompanied 
by  two  French  detectiATes,  Avhile  at  a  convenient  distance 
were  three  or  four  gendarmes  waiting  in  case  their 
serA'ices  should  be  required.  Marshall  seemed  to  be  in 
particularly  good  spirits,  and  was  laughing  and  joking 
with  his  acquaintances.  There  were  no  outward  signs 
that  his  conscience  reproached  him  for  the  ruin  and 
misery  he  had  caused  so  many  hundreds  of  poor 
people,  whose  lives  had  been  blighted  and  their  homes 
destroyed  by  his  wickedness. 
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Stepping  forward,  I  touched  him  on  the  shoulder, 
and  said — 

"  Mr.  John  Marshall,  I  believe  ?  " 

There  was  an  instantaneous  change  in  his  manner. 
His  face  blanched  to  a  deathly  whiteness,  and  his  under 
lip  quivered  as  if  an  electric  current  was  passing  through 
it. 

"  No,"  he  stammered,  "  that  is  not  my  name." 

"  The  Hon.  Lyulph  Stanley  ?  "  I  suggested. 

If  possible  he  grew  still  paler,  while  his  agitation 
became  extreme.  His  companions  looked  on  in  stupid 
amazement ;  for,  though  I  spoke  in  English,  they  saw  by 
the  man's  manner  that  something  was  wrong. 

"  No,  you  fool !  "  he  hissed,  "  that  is  not  my  name." 

Then  he  rose  to  his  feet,  with  a  sweep  of  his  arm 
pushed  me  on  one  side  and  made  a  dash  forward ;  but 
in  another  instant  he  was  sprawling  at  full  length  on 
the  ground.  One  of  the  French  detectives  had  thrust 
forth  his  leg  and  thrown  him  down.  We  secured  him, 
but  not  Avithout  a  struggle.  He  fought  fiercely  and 
desperately.  The  spectators  became  very  excited. 
Women  screamed,  and  men  elbowed  each  other  to  get 
a  near  view.  The  music  ceased  ;  the  dancing  stopped. 
A  thunderbolt  had  fallen  amongst  the  gay  and  giddy 
throng. 

We  secured  our  man  at  last.  He  was  ironed  and  led 
away,  and  then  into  his  pale  face  came  a  look  of  the 
most  utter  despair.  It  was  very  evident  he  had  con- 
sidered himself  perfectly  safe.  He  had  been  living  in 
a  fool's  paradise,  and  the  sudden  manner  in  which  he 
was  undeceived  almost  paralysed  him. 

It  was  several  days  before  I  got  the  necessary  papers 
from  England  to  secure  his  extradition.  But  my 
French  colleagues  kept  a  tight  grip  upon  him,  and  as 
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he  made  an  attempt  during  the  first  hours  of  his 
detention  in  the  jail  to  commit  suicide,  he  was  watched 
night  and  day. 

At  last  he  was  taken  to  Calais  by  two  Erench 
detectives,  and  there  handed  over  to  my  charge,  and  I 
conveyed  him  to  London  in  irons. 

He  and  Adler  were  duly  put  upon  their  trial ;  and  it 
must  still  be  fresh  in  the  minds  of  many  people,  how  day 
by  day,  as  the  links  were  forged  around  the  two  rascals, 
a  story  was  told  that  made  the  heart  of  England  thrill 
with  sympathy  and  indignation.  Unfortunately,  the 
third  man  could  not  be  secured  and  placed  in  the  dock 
beside  the  other  two,  but  the  evidence  proved  that  the 
trio  of  wretches  had  worked  wide-spread  misery  amongst 
hundreds  and  hundreds  of  thrifty  families.  A  con- 
viction of  course  followed,  and  the  prisoners  were 
sentenced  to  long  terms  of  imprisonment ;  while  so  keen 
was  the  sympathy  that  was  manifested  for  the  unfortu- 
nate sufferers  who  had  been  so  cruelly  swindled  out  of 
their  earnings,  that  one  of  the  great  daily  papers  opened 
a  subscription,  and  money  began  to  pour  in.  About  a 
week  after  this  list  was  opened  the  editor  of  the  paper 
received  the  following  touching  and  pathetic  letter : — 


"  ! 


Sir, — As  day  after  day  the  story  of  my  son's  guilt 
has  been  unfolded,  I  have  blushed  with  shame  and 
wept  with  sorrow,  a  shame  and  sorrow  that  have  to  the 
full  been  shared  by  my  only  daughter.  For  half  a 
century  I  lived  with  my  late  husband,  whose  name  was 
one  to  conjure  with  in  this  great  city,  and  whose  honour 
was  as  pure  as  the  drifted  snow.  My  life  with  him  was 
one  of  Arcadian  simplicity,  and  we  found  all  things  good 
as  Grod  gave  them  to  us.  The  only  cloud  that  arose  to 
darken  our  way  was  that  caused  by  my  unhappy  son. 
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But  little  did  I  dream  that  I  should  know  the  day  when 
he  would  make  my  white  hair  blanch  still  whiter,  and 
my  face  burn  with  the  reddening  blush  of  unspeakable 
shame.  But  so  it  is,  and  no  longer  can  I  and  my  dear 
daughter  enjoy  a  life  that  he  has  blasted  and  polluted. 
He  has  disgraced  us,  and  death  were  infinitely  prefer- 
able to  life. 

"  It  is  little  we  can  do  to  relieve  the  misery  which  he, 
the  bone  of  my  bone,  and  flesh  of  my  flesh,  has  caused, 
though  that  little  must  be  done.  This  little  is  the 
widow's  mite,  and  freely  do  I  send  it  in  the  hope  that 
you  will  distribute  it  in  such  way  as  seems  to  you  fitting, 
so  that  it  may  lighten  some  heavy  heart,  lift  some 
load  of  sorrow  from  bowed  shoulders,  and  give  peace 
where  there  is  now  strife.  Everything  I  have  in  the 
world  I  have  realized  and  now  send  it  to  you,  and  pray 
Grod's  blessing  on  it. 

"  As  for  myself  and  daughter,  life  has  lost  its  savour, 
and  so  we  leave  the  world  that  has  been  rendered  a 
purgatory  to  us  by  this  graceless  son  and  brother ;  and 
we  shall  plead  before  the  throne  of  the  Most  High,  that 
this  unhappy  man  may  be  brought  to  see  the  error  of 
his  ways,  and  that  the  years  that  may  be  left  to  him 
will  be  spent  in  true  repentance,  and  in  an  earnest  and 
prayerful  desire  to  make  two  blades  of  grass  grow  where 
now  grows  only  one.  By  such  means  he  may  atone  for 
his  mighty  sin,  and  make  himself  acceptable  in  the  sight 
of  God." 

This  remarkable  and  touching  letter  enclosed  a  cheque 
for  £20,000,  as  the  widow's  mite  towards  the  general 
contribution.  Immediately  on  its  receipt,  as  it  was 
feared  that  the  unhappy  ladies  would  carry  out  the  idea 
suggested  of  taking  their  lives,  the  police  were  com- 
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municated  with,  and  a  man  was  sent  off  post-haste  to 
Highgate.  But  he  was  too  late.  Mother  and  daughter 
both  lay  dead  from  poison.  Their  sensitive  and  refined 
natures  could  not  bear  the  shame  that  had  come  upon 
them,  and  so  they  yielded  up  their  gentle  souls  to  be 
judged  by  Him  whose  judgment  errs  not.  If  ever 
self-slaughter  seemed  like  a  virtue  it  was  surely  so  in 
the  case  of  these  poor  ladies,  who  gave  their  all  that 
they  had  in  the  wide  world  to  relieve  some  of  the 
suffering  that  the  son  and  brother  had  caused,  and  then 
weary  and  sick  at  heart  they  had  passed  from  the 
bitterness  of  life  to  the  mystery  that  lies  beyond  the 
Shadow  of  Death. 
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The  Halford  Bank  Case  is  one  of  the  examples  which 
serve  to  show  how  very  frequently  a  slender  clue  will 
lead  to  great  discoveries.  It  is  now  a  good  many  years 
ago  since  the  name  of  Halford  was  so  prominently 
before  the  public,  but  the  mere  mention  of  the  name 
will  probably  recall  to  the  reader's  mind  the  exciting 
incidents  which  proved  something  more  than  the  stereo- 
typed nine  days'  wonder.  Mr.  John  William  Halford 
was  a  private  banker  in  one  of  the  pleasant  little  towns 
in  Worcestershire.  He  was  also  a  J. P.,  a  director  of 
several  companies,  and  a  man  who  managed  to  earn  the 
trust  and  confidence  of  his  fellow-men,  and  had  it  not 
been  for  one  error,  he  might  have  gone  down  to  his 
grave  with  honours  thick  upon  him.  But  Mr.  Halford 
illustrated  in  a  most  forcible  manner  how  very  frail 
human  nature  is  even  at  its  best,  and  how  when  life 
seems  most  fair  the  canker  of  an  early  sin  will  fret  us 
almost  into  madness. 

It  was  a  broiling  hot  summer's  day  when  I  found 
myself  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  in  the  charming 
little  Worcestershire  town.  I  had  gone  down  from 
London  in  response  to  a  telegraphic  message  from  Mr. 
Halford  himself,  in  which  he  requested  my  professional 
services,  and  asked  me  to  see  him  privately  at  his  own 
house  immediately  on  my  arrival.  It  was  a  dreamy, 
Bip  Van  Winklish  sort  of  village,  I  believe,  at  any 
time,  but  now  on  this  hot  summer  day,  when  the  air 
palpitated  with  the  heat,  and  the  sky  was  a  deep  lapis- 
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lazuli  colour,  it  seemed  to  be  the  very  home  of  the  lotus- 
eaters.  The  blinds  were  down  at  all  the  shop  windows. 
In  the  narrow  lane  that  led  direct  from  the  station  to 
the  High  Street  a  dusty  and  tattered  tramp  was 
stretched  at  full  length  on  his  stomach  fast  asleep  by 
the  side  of  the  ditch.  At  the  end  of  the  lane  where  it 
merged  into  the  High  Street  was  the  hostelry  called  the 
"  Bell  and  Horse,"  and  in  front  of  the  house,  by  the 
horse-trough,  was  a  heavily-ladened  wain,  and  the  four 
horses  attached  to  it  were  blinking  dreamily  in  the  sun, 
while  the  waggoners  themselves  were  seated  at  a  rustic 
table  near  the  door,  and  were  both  fast  asleep  with 
empty  tankards  before  them.  A  little  farther  on  I 
came  upon  a  village  dog,  also  asleep  on  the  footway ; 
and  still  farther  on  Sheepshanks,  the  butcher,  slept  in 
a  chair  at  his  door,  under  the  awning,  and  a  huge  tom- 
cat stretched  across  his  knees  was  also  in  a  state  of 
oblivion.  It  really  seemed  as  if  everything  and  every- 
body had  yielded  to  the  somnolency  of  the  fervid  day, 
and  I  wondered  what  crime  it  could  possibly  be  that  I 
was  called  upon  to  investigate  in  this  particularly 
sleepy  place,  where  all  seemed  so  Arcadian  and  blissful, 
as  if  no  sound  of  the  fret  and  passion  of  the  outer 
world  could  be  heard  here.  The  High  Street  was  paved 
with  cobble-stones,  between  which  the  grass  grew  in 
patches  ;  and  in  the  very  centre  of  the  roadway  of  this 
important  thoroughfare  was  the  "  Town  Hall,"  an 
ancient  and  rusty  red  brick  building,  which  looked  so 
antiquated,  so  hoary  and  tumble-down,  that  it  might 
have  been  erected  in  the  year  one.  It  was  isolated  and 
built  on  arches.  The  main  building  was  furnished 
with  small  latticed  windows,  and  was  surmounted  by  a 
wooden  bell  tower.  Wedged  in  between  the  more 
modern' buildings,  one  of  the  old  rustic  cottages  of  a 
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bygone  time,  was  to  be  seen  here  and  there  the 
thatched  roofs  and  porches  of  gnarled  and  twisted  oaken 
branches,  presenting  a  very  incongruous  effect  beside 
the  houses  of  modern  date.  In  front  of  these  cottages 
were  little  patches  of  garden  ablaze  now  with  flowers, 
and  filling  the  air  with  a  delicious  aroma. 

This  little  village,  for  village  it  was,  although  the 
villagers  loved  to  call  it  a  town,  could  only  boast  of  a 
population  of  about  fourteen  hundred  ;  but  it  was  the 
centre  of  a  most  extensive  agricultural  district,  and 
twice  a  week  a  market  was  held  in  it,  when,  as  I  was 
given  to  understand,  it  became  particularly  lively.  It 
was  still  three-quarters  of  a  mile  from  the  railway 
station,  but  until  quite  a  recent  period  the  nearest 
station  had  been  six  miles  off. 

As  I  made  my  way  along  the  High  Street,  which,  on 
the  whole,  had  a  very  rural  appearance,  for  in  some  of 
the  gardens  referred  to  trees  grew,  and  their  branches 
projected  over  the  pavement,  I  came  upon  "  Hal- 
ford's  Bank."  It  was  a  modern,  red  brick  building, 
with  white  stone  dressings,  and  with  the  exception  of 
the  Rectory,  which  adjoined  the  ancient  church  where 
the  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  slept,  it  was  the 
most  imposing  erection  in  the  town.  As  Mr.  Halford 
had  particularly  requested  me  to  see  him  privately  at 
his  house,  I  did  not  go  into  the  Bank,  but  had  to 
inquire  of  a  drowsy-looking  constable,  whom  I  met  on 
my  way,  how  far  it  was  to  the  Manor,  Mr.  Halford's 
residence.  This  guardian  of  the  peace  was  infinitely 
more  suggestive  of  the  chawbacon  than  a  nineteenth- 
century  bobby;  his  clothes  seemed  all  too  small  and 
uncomfortable  for  him,  and  his  fat,  perspiring  face  had 
"  pork  and  bacon"  written  legibly  on  it.  "  The  Manor 
be  three  miles  from  here,  master,  on  top  o'  t'  hill,"  he 
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said,  in  answer  to  my  question.  As  three  miles  farther 
on  such  a  sweltering  day  was  rather  appalling,  I 
inquired  if  I  could  get  a  conveyance  of  any  kind,  and 
Chawbacon  informed  me  that  if  I  went  to  the  "  Bull 
and  Mouth,"  the  position  of  which  he  indicated  by 
jerking  his  thumb  in  the  direction  I  was  to  go,  I 
could  get  a  fly,  or  mayhap  "  Th'  master  "  would  send 
"  a  chap  "  to  drive  me  over  "  i'  th'  dogcart."  I  suc- 
ceeded in  finding  the  "  Bull  and  Mouth,"  and  was  duly 
driven  in  a  dogcart  to  the  Manor,  which  was  an  old 
mansion  considerably  modernized,  and  standing  in 
extensive  and  well-wooded  grounds. 

Mr.  Halford  received  me  in  an  exceedingly  pleasant 
room,  lighted  by  a  large  half-circular  window,  that 
commanded  a  magnificent  view  over  the  surrounding 
country.  The  room  was  luxuriously  furnished,  and  the 
walls  were  adorned  with  many  choice  works  of  art. 

Mr.  Halford  was  a  man  of  about  sixty,  with  a  bald 
head,  and  a  white  beard  and  moustache  that  gave  him 
rather  a  venerable  appearance.  He  was  of  medium 
height,  inclined  to  corpulency,  and  his  general  appear- 
ance was  suggestive  of  a  decided  love  for  the  flesh-pots 
of  Egypt ;  and  also  I  was  soon  to  learn  that  his 
appearance  did  not  belie  him  ;  but  now  I  noticed  that 
his  pleasant,  genial  face  was  clouded  with  an  expression 
of  grave  anxiety  and  trouble. 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  arrived,  Mr.  Donovan,"  he 
said  somewhat  mournfully,  as  he  extended  his  hand  to 
me,  and  bade  me  be  seated.  The  preliminary  greeting 
over,  he  took  up  his  position  in  a  large  lounge  chair, 
and  covering  his  eyes  with  his  hand  for  a  few  moments, 
sighed  and  appeared  to  be  suffering  from  some  mental 
distress.  But  with  an  effort  he  recovered  his  self- 
possession,  and  as  he  toyed  nervously  with  the  seals 
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on  his  watch-chain,  he  continued — "  I  am  the  local 
banker  here.  The  bank  bearing  my  name  was  founded 
by  my  grandfather  more  than  fifty  years  ago,  and  our 
business  transactions  are  of  a  very  varied  character  as 
well  as  very  extensive ;  and  no  one  has  ever  dared 
to  question  the  stability  of  the  house.  But  a  very 
serious  thing  has  now  happened.  For  some  years  I 
have  had  in  my  employ  a  young  man  named  Arthur 
Judson — such  trust  did  I  repose  in  him  that  he  became 
my  confidential  clerk,  and  two  years  ago  I  installed 
him  as  manager  of  a  branch  house  which  I  opened  in  a 
village  about  ten  miles  from  here.  To  my  horror  and 
amazement  I  learnt  three  days  ago  that  he  had 
absconded,  and,  so  far  as  I  have  been  able  to  make  an 
investigation  up  to  the  present,  he  would  seem  to 
have  robbed  the  bank  of  thousands,  but  he  has  made 
away  with  or  carried  off  a  large  number  of  valuable 
securities  which  have  from  time  to  time  been  deposited 
by  customers  against  over-draft,  as  well  as  for  safety. 
I  do  not  so  much  care  about  the  money,  as  that  I  will 
make  good,  for  there  is  no  hope  of  recovering  it  from 
him.  But  the  loss  of  the  securities  is  another  thing. 
Unless  they  can  be  got  back  the  bank  will  be  ruined. 
At  present  the  public  have  no  idea  to  what  extent 
Judson  has  robbed  us.  They  know  there  are  de- 
falcations, but  the  prevailing  opinion  is  they  are  not 
serious.  Now,  Mr.  Donovan,  I  am  painfully  anxious 
that  this  opinion  should  be  fostered,  but  what  I 
want  you  to  do  in  the  meantime  is  to  endeavour  to 
trace  Judson  and  exact  from  him,  as  the  price  of 
his  immunity  from  arrest,  the  instant  restoration  of 
the  securities. 

"  Immunity  from  arrest!"   I  exclaimed,  in  amaze- 
ment. 
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"  Yes,  I  do  not  wish  to  have  him  arrested." 

"  But  are  you  not  aware,  sir,  that  if  your  wishes 
are  carried  out,  you  will  be  compounding  a  felony  ?  "  I 
said. 

"  Good  Grod,"  he  groaned,  "I  never  thought  of  that," 
and  springing  to  his  feet,  he  paced  up  and  down  the 
room  in  a  state  of  great  agitation.  Suddenly  he 
stopped,  and  asked  with  a  certain  peremptoriness— 
"  What  do  you  suggest  doing,  then  ?  " 

"  Surely,  sir,  there  is  but  one  thing  to  do  in  a 
case  of  this  kind,  and  that  is,  arrest  the  rascal  as 
soon  as  possible,  and  let  him  pay  the  penalty  of  the 
crime." 

"But  there  are  reasons,  strong  reasons,  why  this 
should  not  be  done." 

"If  he  has  committed  theft,  and  to  the  extent  you 
state,"  I  replied,  "  no  reasons  can  be  allowed  to  weigh 
against  the  punishment  his  crime  merits." 

Mr.  Halford's  distress  increased,  and  he  passed  his 
hand  in  a  troubled  way  through  his  scant  grey  hairs. 
At  last,  after  a  considerable  pause,  he  exclaimed — 

"  Yery  well,  then  ;  effect  his  arrest  if  you  can ;  and 
at  any  cost  recover  the  securities." 

"  Has  Judson  any  relatives  hereabouts  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  None.  He  occupied  apartments  in  the  house  of  a 
highly  respectable  widow  lady,  named  Pierrepoint ;  she 
is  the  widow  of  the  former  rector  of  the  place,  and  she 
has  been  like  a  mother  to  Judson." 

"  Have  you  taken  no  means  to  ascertain  where  Jud- 
son is  likely  to  have  gone  ?  " 

"  None." 

"  What  is  his  age  ?  " 

"  Six-and-twenty." 

"  Married  ?  " 
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"No." 

Having  obtained  from  Mr.  Halford  such  information 
as  I  thought  necessary,  I  accepted  his  invitation  to 
lunch,  during  which  he  casually  told  me  that  he  was  a 
bachelor,  and  a  widowed  sister  managed  his  household 
for  him.  This  lady,  a  very  pleasant,  genial  person 
indeed,  presided  at  the  table,  and  speaking  of  Judson's 
wrong-doing,  she  said  that  she  thought  her  brotherwasfar 
too  confiding  altogether.  He  had  given  Judson  a  great 
deal  too  much  power,  and  the  rascal  had  abused  it. 
And  she  expressed  a  sincere  hope  that  I  might  be  able 
to  arrest  him,  and  that  he  would  duly  meet  with  the 
punishment  he  deserved. 

"  My  brother,  I  know,  would  spare  him,"  she  added, 
"but  I  wouldn't,  for  I  think  he  has  behaved  shamefully 
all  along,  and  if  ever  a  man  deserved  imprisonment,  he 
does." 

As  this  expression  of  opinion  seemed  to  give  her 
brother  great  pain,  judging  by  the  expression  of  his 
face,  I  adroitly  turned  the  conversation,  and  after 
he  and  I  had  discussed  a  most  excellent  glass  of 
old  port,  and  smoked  a  no  less  excellent  cigar,  I 
took  my  leave,  and  made  my  way  at  once  to  the 
neighbouring  village  where  the  branch  bank  was 
situated. 

I  could  not  help  thinking  that  I  had  to  deal  with  a 
puzzle  that  was  more  than  usually  complicated ;  and 
Mr.  Halford's  desire  to  screen  the  man  who  had  robbed 
him,  and  so  seriously  jeopardized  the  credit  of  the  bank, 
set  me  pondering  very  deeply,  until  I  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  he  had  a  potent  reason  for  that  desire, 
which,  if  I  could  discover,  might  help  me  very  materi- 
ally in  my  efforts  to  unravel  the  tangled  threads  of  this 
interesting     case.     Necessarily     I    called    upon   Mrs. 
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Pierrepoint.  She  was  a  middle-aged  lady,  with  two 
grown-up  daughters.  When  she  heard  what  my 
mission  was,  she  expressed  her  great  surprise  that 
Judson  should  have  committed  himself  so  deeply,  and 
she  gave  me  to  understand  that  her  youngest  daughter, 
Ellen,  was  engaged  to  he  married  to  him.  She  told 
me  that  Judson  had  been  in  the  neighbourhood  for 
about  seven  years,  having  been  brought  from  London 
by  Mr.  Halford,  and  nothing  was  known  of  his  history 
or  his  connection  ;  he  was  believed  to  be  highly  respect- 
able. The  revelation,  therefore,  of  his  defalcations 
had  been  a  great  shock  to  her  daughters 

The  evening  he  went  away  he  led  them  to  suppose 
that  he  had  been  suddenly  ordered  up  to  London 
by  Mr.  Halford  on  important  business,  and  should  be 
absent  for  a  few  days.  He  left  by  the  mail  train,  and 
his  fiancee,  Miss  Yiolet  Pierrepoint,  went  to  the  station 
with  him. 

I  wished  to  see  this  young  lady,  but  was  given  to 
understand  that  she  was  in  such  a  state  of  prostration 
owing  to  the  shock  she  had  received  that  she  could  not 
see  any  one.  I  therefore  inquired  if  Judson  had  left 
any  of  his  things  behind,  and  was  told  that  he  had 
taken  most  of  his  luggage  with  him,  but  there  was  still 
a  box  in  his  room  which  I  was  free  to  examine,  if  I 
though  it  necessary.  Of  course  I  did  think  it  necessary, 
and  proceeded  to  do  so  at  once.  In  the  box  I  found 
some  old  clothes,  a  few  books,  and  about  half-a-dozen 
letters,  which  were  without  date  or  address,  but  they 
showed  he  had  been  carrying  on  an  intrigue,  and  the 
letters  were  all  signed  "  Katey."  As  the  envelopes 
had  been  destroyed,  it  was  impossible  to  tell  where  the 
letters  had  been  posted;  but  the  contents  seemed  to 
indicate  that  the  writer   resided    in  London.     I  took 
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charge  of  these  letters,  also  a  sheet  of  foolscap  paper,  on 
which  was  this  problem — 

40 

40  40 

400 

40  00  0 

400  000 

The  paper  was  covered  with  repetitions  of  the  above ; 
and  on  the  first  glance  it  appeared  to  be  nothing  more 
than  the  meaningless  scribbling  of  an  idle  person.  But 
after  a  little  reflection  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it 
had  a  significance  which  was  worth  trying  to  define.  I 
argued  with  myself  thus  : — 

A  man  does  not  put  down  figures  arranged  in  this 
order  on  a  sheet  of  paper  unless  there  is  something 
floating  in  his  mind  to  which  the  figures  have  a  distinct 
reference. 

I  noted  that  forty  was  taken  as  a  base,  and  each  of 
the  other  sums  was  a  multiple  of  forty.  That  fact 
suggested  some  coherent  idea,  and  I  could  not  help 
thinking  then  that  this  might  ultimately  afford  me  a 
clue. 

My  first  step  was  to  ascertain  if  the  figures  were  in 
the  handwriting  of  Judson.  This  I  did  by  comparing 
them  with  other  figures  written  by  him,  and  so  set  that 
matter  at  rest.  I  then  had  a  confidental  chat  with  Mrs. 
Pierrepoint,  during  which  I  asked  her  if  she  had  heard 
of  any  one  known  to  Judson  as  "  Katey,"  but,  es  I 
expected,  her  answer  was  "  No,"  and  she  glanced  at  me 
inquiringly,  as  though  she  divined  that  there  was  a 
motive  for  the  question  ;  so  I  tried  to  turn  the  conversa- 
tion, not  wishing  to  distress  her,  but  she  insisted  on 
knowing  why  I  put  the  question,  so  I  told  her  about 
the  letters,  whereupon  she  waxed  highly  indignant,  and 

g  2 
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said  it  was  clear  from  those  letters  that  Judson  had 
trifled  with  her  daughter's  feelings,  and  was  an 
unmitigated  scoundrel.  That  was  my  own  view,  though 
I  did  not  give  expression  to  it  then,  but  I  felt  that  I 
should  ultimately  be  able  to  prove  it  up  to  the  hilt. 

I  had  engaged  a  bed  for  the  night  at  the  village  inn, 
a  quaint,  old-time  hostelry,  bearing  the  very  unusual 
sign  of  the  "  Lamb  and  Shepherd,"  and  the  swinging 
signboard  outside  in  the  roadway  bore  a  capital  pictorial 
representation  of  a  shepherd  rescuing  a  lamb  from  a 
snowdrift.  Later  on,  I  learnt  tradition  had  it,  that  the 
sign  had  been  painted  by  an  itinerant  Italian,  who  sub- 
sequently made  a  name  as  an  artist  in  his  own  country. 

The  inn  proved  particularly  comfortable,  and  after  I 
had  refreshed  the  inner  man  with  a  well-served  and 
well-cooked  dinner,  I  threw  myself  on  a  couch  near  an 
open  window,  from  which  there  was  a  magnificent  view, 
and  through  which  floated  the  delicious  fragrance  of 
sweetbriar  and  roses.  The  sun  had  set  and  the  sky 
was  tropical  in  its  intensity  of  colour.  As  I  watched 
the  smoke  from  my  cigar  float  languidly  on  the  motion- 
less air,  I  set  to  work  out  the  problem  I  had  to  solve. 
Those  figures  of  40  and  their  multiples  haunted  me,  and 
then  the  light  seemed  to  dawn. 

"  The  man  who  wrote  those  figures  down,"  I  thought, 
"  is  a  gambler ;  and  he  attaches  some  strong  significance 
to  40." 

The  more  I  dwelt  on  that,  the  more  it  seemed  to  me 
to  be  in  the  highest  degree  probable.  Then  again,  I 
was  convinced  inferentially  that  between  Judson  and 
Mr.  Halford  there  was  some  strange  connection,  and 
had  it  not  been  for  the  stolen  securities,  the  loss  of 
which  so  seriously  threatened  the  stability  of  the  bank, 
he  would  have  taken  no  steps  to  bring  about  the  arrest 
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of  the  delinquent.  Thirdly,  it  was  evident  Judson  had 
been  carrying  on  a  correspondence  with  some  one  who 
styled  herself  "  Katey ;  "  and,  summing  up  the  various 
points,  I  felt  convinced  that  he  had  gone  off  with 
"  Katey,"  and  I  carefully  re-perused  the  letters  to  see  if 
they  would  afford  me  any  clue  as  to  where  he  was 
likely  to  have  gone.  It  struck  me  at  last  that  a  clue 
was  contained  in  the  following  passage  : — ■ 

"  Do  you  remember  that  rapturous  night  when  the 
stars  were  mirrored  in  the  sleeping  sea,  and  the  fire-flies, 
like  tiny  meteors,  flashed  among  the  palm-trees,  while 
on  the  odorous  air  came  the  soft  sounds  of  dreamy 
music  ?  Ah  !  how  the  memory  comes  back  to  me  now. 
I  was  drunk  with  joy,  and  felt  that  life  was  a  ravishing 
dream,  the  world  a  Paradise,  and  that  you  were  Lord 
of  all !  I  wonder  now  if  those  feelings  and  impressions 
would  return  again  under  the  same  conditions,  and, 
given  the  same  mise-en-sceiic.  Shall  we  try  ?  One 
hour  of  such  glorious  life  were  worth  a  world  of  pain." 

The  woman  who  penned  these  lines  was  evidently  a 
woman  of  education,  of  sentiment,  of  poetical  feeling ; 
and  one  whose  nature  was  capable  of  a  great  devotion, 
a  great  sacrifice.  The  "  rapturous  night  "  to  which  she 
alluded  was  not  spent  in  England.  The  fire-flies  and 
the  palm-trees  made  that  obvious.  Yes,  I  had  got  a 
clue  at  last,  and  I  retired  to  rest  feeling  sure  that  I  was 
already  on  the  track  of  Judson.  "  Man  fell  originally 
by  woman,  and  man  falls  by  woman  still."  "  Katey 
has  tempted,  and  Judson  has  yielded."  This  thought 
floated  through  my  brain  as  I  sank  to  sleep,  and  it 
shaped  itself  into  my  dreams. 

In  good  time  the  next  morning  I  waited  on  Mr. 
Halford.  I  found  him  at  the  bank,  and  had  an  inter- 
view  with   him  in   his  private  room.       There  was  a 


86  SUSPICION  AROUSED. 

haggard,  tired  look  in  his  face,  as  if  he  had  passed  a 
sleepless  and  troubled  night. 

"  I  presume,"  I  began,  "  that  Judson  was  in  the 
habit  of  having  an  annual  holiday  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes  !  He  generally  went  away  about  the  end 
of  August,  and  took  three  weeks.  But  if  he  desired  it, 
he  could  always  get  two  or  three  days  at  almost  any  time." 

"  Did  he  avail  himself  much  of  that  privilege  ?  " 

"  Of  late  he  has  done  so." 

"  Did  he  go  away  last  August  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  How  long  was  he  absent  ?  " 

"  I  think  nearly  a  month." 

"  You  know  where  he  went  to  ?  " 

"  To  the  South  of  England,  I  believe." 

"  You  only  believe  so  ?  " 

"  I  have  his  word  for  it." 

"  Did  he  not  write  to  you  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  One  more  question,  Mr.  Halford.  Do  you  know  if 
Judson  was  given  to  gambling  ?  " 

This  question  intensified  the  look  of  keen  distress  in 
Mr.  Halford's  face,  and  he  turned  away  as  if  to  prevent 
my  seeing  it. 

"  I  think  he  was  to  some  extent,"  he  answered,  after 
a  pause. 

"  There  is  yet  another  question  or  two  I  must  put." 
I  said.  "  Knowing  that  he  had  gambling  tendencies, 
do  you  think  you  did  well  to  retain  him  in  your 
service  ?  " 

"  I  took  a  very  deep  interest  in  him,"  came  the 
answer,  in  a  voice  that  plainly  told  of  great  agitation. 

"  You  have  known  Judson  a  long  time,  sir  ? "  I 
remarked,  as  I  rose  to  go. 
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"Yes,  since  his  childhood." 

"  In  that  answer,  Mr.  Halford,  you  give  me  the  key- 
note to  your  sorrow,"  I  said  tenderly  - 

"  What  do  you  mean  P  "  he  demanded  sharply,  as 
though  he  deemed  me  impertinent. 

"  If  I  have  looked  into  your  heart,  sir,  you  must  for- 
give me,"  I  said.  "  It  is  my  business  to  read  the  heart 
and  divine  motives.     Arthur  Judson  is  your  own  son." 

There  was  a  sudden  flash  of  anger  in  Halford's  eyes 
as  I  thus  unlocked  his  secret,  but  it  died  out  as 
suddenly  as  it  came,  and  as  the  unhappy  gentleman 
bowed  his  head  on  the  table  and  wept,  he  moaned — 

"  Grod  pity  me !  it  is  so,  it  is  so.  His  mother  was 
my  first  and  only  love.  She  died  in  bringing  this 
unworthy  boy  into  the  world." 

"  I  will  not  touch  the  wound  any  more,"  I  answered, 
"  and  I  can  but  wish  this  matter  had  been  in  the 
hands  of  any  one  else  but  myself." 

He  rose  quickly  to  his  feet,  and  seized  my  hand  in 
his  own,  which  was  trembling,  and  in  a  voice  that  was 
also  unsteady,  he  exclaimed — 

"  I  thank  Grod  that  you  have  taken  the  matter  up. 
Judson  knows  not  that  I  am  his  father.  He  has  always 
been  under  the  impression  that  I  was  a  friend  of  his 
father,  who  left  him  in  my  charge.  Perhaps  I  have 
been  weak  in  not  letting  him  know  the  truth,  but  we 
cannot  all  be  wise.  I  have  loved  him,  but  I  fling  that 
love  to  the  winds  now.  His  base  ingratitude  has 
hardened  me.  I  owe  a  duty  first  to  my  clients ; 
secondly,  to  the  law ;  thirdly,  to  society.  That  duty 
I  will  do  unflinchingly.  Need  I  say  any  more  ? — beyond 
this,  respect  while  I  live  the  secret  you  have  dragged  from 
me.    When  I  am  dead  I  care  not  if  you  make  it  known." 

I  returned  the  pressure  of  his  hand  for  answer,  and 
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went  forth  on  my  quest.  I  caught  the  mid-day  train  to 
London,  and  that  night  crossed  to  Paris,  on  my  way  to 
Monte  Carlo.  "Why  to  Monte  Carlo?  may  be  asked. 
Because  I  had  by  a  process  of  reasoning  peculiar  to 
myself  divined  that  there  it  was  I  should  find  Judson. 
The  fatal  passion  of  gambling  had  seized  upon  him. 
The  odorous  night,  the  sleeping  sea,  the  mirrored  stars, 
the  meteor-like  fire-flies,  the  palm-trees,  the  dreamy 
music  of  which  "  Katey  "  had  spoken  and  longed  for 
again,  were  too  suggestive  of  Monte  Carlo  in  the 
summer  to  be  overlooked.  At  least,  I  could  not  be 
blind  to  it.  And  then  the  mysterious  number  of  40  had 
some  fatal  fascination  for  him,  and  he  had  gone  to  the 
favoured  spot  on  the  shores  of  the  tideless  sea  that  he 
might  put  some  wild  theory  into  practice.  At  least, 
that  was  my  deduction,  and  I  intended  to  put  it  to  the 
proof.  I  was  armed  with  his  photograph,  which  I  was 
told  was  an  excellent  one.  It  represented  a  handsome 
young  man,  but  it  seemed  to  me  that  there  was  a  reck- 
less, dare-devil  look  in  the  eyes,  and  a  pitiable  weakness 
about  the  mouth.  It  was  a  face  that  I  did  not  at  all 
like,  for  it  lacked  character  and  strength,  and  was 
essentially  sensual,  while  it  plainly  indicated  a  consum- 
ing vanity.  I  reached  my  destination  at  night — a 
sultry  night,  with  the  stars  burning  in  the  heavens  like 
jets  of  living  fire,  while  over  the  oily  sea  came  a  hot 
wind  like  the  breath  of  a  simoom. 

As  every  one  knows,  the  summer  is  not  the  season  at 
Monte  Carlo.  It  is  the  winter  when  the  place  is  filled 
to  overflowing  with  foreigners.  Then  the  eye  is 
satiated  with  ravishing  costumes  and  the  flashing  of 
jewels,  while  the  air  is  filled  with  the  sounds  of  many 
langaages,  amongst  which  the  hoarse,  grating,  and 
objectionable  American  twang  is  particularly  distinguish- 
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able.  Then  the  hot  fever  of  reckless  life  reaches  its 
maximum,  and  the  greed  for  gain  shows  itself  on  every 
face.  From  early  morn  till  late  at  night  the  maelstrom 
of  excitement  whirls  and  roars,  and  victim  after  victim 
— fascinated  by  the  glitter  and  glare — is  sucked  in  and 
ruined  or  lost.  Then  it  is  that  the  most  revolting  side 
of  human  nature  comes  prominently  uppermost,  until 
an  impassioned  and  cynical  onlooker  might  well  exclaim, 
"  Every  man  in  his  own  heart  carries  his  own  hell,  and 
men  and  women  are  composed  of  two-thirds  fiend  to 
one  of  human."  It  would  be  a  sweeping  stricture,  but, 
alas  !  justified.  In  summer  the  conditions  are  somewhat 
changed.  Few  foreigners  are  to  be  found  there  ;  the 
torrid  heat  keeps  them  away.  But  it  is  in  summer  that, 
to  my  mind,  this  favoured  spot  approximated  most  closely 
to  an  earthly  Paradise.  Nature  herself  seems  to  be 
dreaming,  and  the  dream  is  one  of  ravishing  splendour. 
I  had  often  been  to  Monte  Carlo  before,  but  I  thought 
as  I  saw  it  on  this  night,  when  on  the  languid  air  floated 
dreamy  music  from  the  band  in  front  of  the  Casino,  where 
palms  were  full  of  tiny  flashing  lights  of  the  fire-flies, 
and  the  odour  of  a  thousand  flowers  steeped  one's 
senses  in  the  delicious  languidness  and  oblivion  of  the 
hard,  cold,  vulgar  world  as  revealed  in  great  cities — 
that  it  was  a  spot  of  entrancing  beauty,  a  masterpiece 
of  nature's  handiwork  ;  but,  like  the  maggot  in  the  fair- 
seeming  apple,  man  cankered  it.  I  should  have  liked 
to  have  put  from  me  all  thoughts  of  the  painful  errand 
that  had  brought  me  there.  I  should  have  preferred 
to  have  fixed  my  mind  on  something  in  which  man  did 
not  figure ;  but  my  sense  of  duty  was  too  strong  for 
that,  and  I  retired  to  rest  wondering  if  my  reasonings 
and  deductions  had  led  me  on  the  wrong  track. 

In    good  time   on  the  morrow   I    began  to   make 


90  SUSPICION  AROUSED. 

cautious  inquiries  that  were  calculated  to  obtain  me  the 
information  I  was  seeking,  and  ere  the  noon  had  come 
I  learnt  that  I  was  right.  Judson  had  been  there.  He 
was  accompanied  by  a  lady — a  young,  good-looking 
woman,  of  six  or  seven  and  twenty.  They  stayed  in 
one  of  the  principal  hotels  as  man  and  wife ;  passing 
under  the  name  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  De  Trafford.  The 
man  had  gambled  heavily  for  a  few  days.  It  was 
known  that  he  attached  some  mysterious  importance 
to  the  number  "  40,"  and  he  began  by  staking  forty 
francs.  He  had  a  run  of  luck.  Then  he  staked  the 
equivalent  for  forty  English  sovereigns.  He  again  won. 
Then  he  went  on  increasing  his  stakes  by  multiples  of 
forty  and  still  won,  until  he  was  the  possessor  of  a  vast 
sum,  which  he  staked  in  the  maximums  allowed  by  the 
rules  of  the  gaming  house  ;  and  suddenly  Fortune,  which 
had  smiled  on  him  only  to  betray,  let  fall  her  sword,  and 
smote.  Like  a  flood  rushing  through  a  burst  sluice- 
gate his  money  went,  and  he  was  ruined. 

Two  days  before  my  arrival  he  had  left  with  his  lady 
companion,  and  it  was  known  they  had  booked  to 
Marseilles ;  I  had,  therefore,  passed  them  on  the  way. 

That  evening  I  shifted  my  ground  again,  and 
followed  to  the  French  seaport.  On  the  very  morning 
of  my  arrival  the  papers  were  full  of  sensations.  An 
English  lady  and  gentleman  had  been  found  dead  in 
their  bedroom,  which  they  occupied  at  a  hotel.  They 
had  committed  suicide  by  suffocating  themselves  with  a 
brazier  of  charcoal,  and  were  discovered  locked  in  each 
other's  arms  on  the  bed.  The  report  said  that  they 
were  supposed  to  belong  to  London,  but  had  come  from 
Monte  Carlo  or  Nice. 

As  I  read  this  I  could  not  doubt  that  I  was  too  late. 
A  greater  Nemesis  than  man's  law  had  exacted  a  terrible 
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revenge.  I  soon  confirmed  this.  The  man  who  had  so 
recklessly  taken  his  life  was  Judson  ;  and  his  companion 
who  had  voluntarily  accompanied  him  into  the  dark 
valley  of  the  shadow  of  death  was  no  doubt  the 
"  Katey  "  of  the  letters.  It  turned  out  that  he  had 
come  to  Marseilles  to  try  and  raise  money  from  some  of 
the  many  Jews  who  haunt  that  place  ;  and  who  are 
ready  to  advance  money  on  anything  upon  which  they 
can  make  a  big  profit,  if  they  are  compelled  to  sell. 
But  the  only  security  he  had  to  offer  was  English  title- 
deeds,  and  the  Jews  would  have  none  of  them.  And  so 
the  wretched  man  awoke  from  his  mad  dream  of 
suddenly  acquiring  enormous  riches  to  find  that  the 
world  was  grey,  and  what  he  thought  were  flowers  had 
turned  to  ashes  in  his  grasp.  Thus  it  came  to  pass  that 
he  went  forth  to  the  darkness  of  the  grave :  for  the 
unknown  terrors  of  death  appalled  him  less  than  the 
known  terrors  of  life. 

"  0  pain  !  0  tears  !  "  Would  man,  I  wonder,  grow 
less  evil,  even  if  an  angel  of  Grod  moved  through  the 
world  proclaiming,  trumpet-tongued,  "  That  the  wages 
of  sin  is  death." 

Judson  was  buried  in  a  dishonoured  grave,  with  his 
companion  beside  him.  Strangely  enough,  no  particulars 
of  her  were  forthcoming.  No  one  identified  her,  no  one 
claimed  her,  and  her  secret  was  locked  till  the  end  of  time 
in  the  darkness  of  the  tomb.    Perhaps  it  was  better  so  ! 

I  was  enabled  to  restore  the  stolen  deeds  to  Mr. 
Halford,  who  heard  the  news  that  I  had  to  tell  him 
with  an  agony  he  could  not  conceal.  Of  course  the 
story  of  the  tragedy  found  its  way  into  the  English 
papers,  which  made  a  toothsome  morsel  of  it.  And 
somehow  or  other — how  it  is  impossible  to  say — Mr. 
Ilalford's    secret  was  brought    to  light ;  and  equally, 
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of  course,  the  stiff-necked,  Puritanical  respectables  who 
could  do  no  wrong  pointed  the  finger  of  scorn  at 
him,  and  exclaimed,  with  that  air  of  virtuous  indigna- 
tion they  know  so  well  how  to  assume — "  Oh, 
shocking  !  " 

Poor  man !  He  bore  it  all  in  silence,  but  it  was 
a  festering  sore  that  gradually  corroded  his  life 
away,  and  he  went  down  into  the  grave  before  his 
time,  finding,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  that  peace  which  the 
world  cannot  give. 
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TEE  MARFIELD  MYSTERY. 

Do  you  happen  to  know  Marfleld,  my  dear  reader  ?  If 
not,  take  my  advice  and  journey  thither  on  the  first 
brilliant  day  that  our  all-too-changeable  climate  favours 
us  with.  Not  only  will  Marfield  claim  your  regard  by 
reason  of  the  natural  beauty  of  its  situation,  but  its 
quaint  houses,  its  ancient  church,  its  magnificent  trees,  its 
venerable  beeches,  its  old-fashioned  gardens,  and  the 
hospitality  and  primitiveness  of  its  people,  no  less  than 
its  out-of-the-world  peace  and  quietude,  will  appeal  to 
you  in  a  very  forcible  manner. 

The  village  itself  lies  four  miles  from  the  station  as 
the  crow  flies.  If  you  go  by  the  high  road,  you  will 
traverse  some  six  miles  of  ground  before  you  reach  your 
destination,  for  the  road  make3  a  long  bend  in  order  to 
avoid  a  steep  hill  that  dips  down  into  the  valley. 
Here  and  there  along  the  road  you  come  to  a  lonely 
farmhouse,  or  it  may  be  a  rustic  cottage,  with  ruddy- 
faced  children  playing  about ;  and  in  the  summer  the  air 
will  be  heavy  with  the  scent  of  roses  and  the  rich 
perfume  of  the  honeysuckle,  which  thrives  amazingly  in 
these  parts,  and  smothers  the  porches  of  the  cottages 
with  the  rank  profusion  of  its  growth.  On  either  side 
of  the  road,  nearly  the  whole  way,  are  deep  woods, 
where  the  bracken  grows  almost  breast  high,  and  blue- 
bells, foxgloves,  and  many  other  wild  flowers  make  a 
perfect  blaze  of  colour  in  their  season.  These  woods 
are  the  song-birds'  paradise.  Almost  every  English 
songster  may  be  found  here,  and  the  woodland  melodies 
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that  will  charm  your  ear  as  you  pass  along  will  make 
you   feel  that  our  country  has  something  to  boast  of 
after  all.     In  these   woods    are  heard   the    very    first 
cuckoo   notes,    as   the   welcome   foreigner   heralds  the 
spring  ;  and  later,  when  the    summer    sun   has   made 
joyous   the   heart  of  nature,  and  stirred  all  things  to 
riotous  revel  and  a  wild  harmony  of  gladsomeness,  you 
may  pause  on  the  edge  of  these  mystic  woodlands  at  night 
while  Titania  and  Oberon  hold  their  court.     But  though 
you  will  probably  fail  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  little 
folk  as  they  dance  and  gambol  on  the  velvety  sward, 
you  will  have  to  be  strangely  constituted  indeed  if  you 
are   not  thrilled  to  your  innermost  depths  by  the  rich, 
plaintive,  sweetly-sad  notes  of   a  dreamy  nightingale. 
This  fascinating  and  poetical  bird  of  night  seems  to  have 
a  passionate  fondness  for  the  dear  old  Marfield  woods, 
where  primitive  nature  may  yet  be  found.     Beautiful 
and  attractive  as  the  road  is,  however,  it  must  yield  the 
palm  to  the  footpath  that  runs  through   the  meadows. 
You   turn   to    the   right  as  you  leave  the  station,  and 
fifty  yards  or  so  will  bring  you  to  a  stile,  over  which 
you  must  clamber  into  a  wood.     Following  the   path, 
you  will,  on  emerging  from  the  wood,  suddenly  stand 
still   with     admiration,    if    you     be   a    stranger,    and 
emotional,  for  there  suddenly  bursts  upon  your  gaze  a 
panorama  that  is  absolutely  unrivalled  in  England.     It 
is    a   pastoral  scene,    but   one   made    up    of   all  those 
elements  of  rural  beauty  which  are  peculiarly  English, 
and    cannot    be    equalled    by    any     country    in     the 
world.     It    is  said  that  you  take  in  at  one  sweep  of 
the  eye  upwards  of  a  thousand  square  miles,  including 
some  of  the  richest  agricultural  land  in  this  part  of  the 
country.     Let  us  suppose  that  it  is  early  summer,  with  a 
cloudless  sky  and  a  brilliant  sun.     How  the  scene  is  all 
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a-quiver  with  the  radiating  warmth,  and  how  the  very  air 
palpitates  with  the  passionate  outpourings  of  the  up- 
soaring  larks  !  How  the  wind  sighs  softly  like  a  lover 
wooing  ;  and  how  those  broad  stretches  of  young  green 
corn  bend  and  sway  like  a  coy  maiden  struggling  play- 
fully in  her  wooer's  arms,  as  he  seeks  to  snatch  kisses 
from  her  pretty  lips  !  And  how  deliciously  odorous  is 
the  red  and  white  hawthorn;  and  how  peaceful,  solemn, 
silent,  and  restful  is  the  whole  scene  !  The  lowing  of 
the  kine  that  comes  up  softly  from  the  lush  meadows 
there  at  your  feet  only  serves  to  emphasize  this  restful- 
ness,  and  is  a  perfect  chord  in  the  symphony  of  silence. 
To  speak  of  "  symphony  of  silence  "  may  seem  like  a 
contradiction  in  terms,  but  he  who  has  a  soul  for  the 
tuneful  voices  and  the  beauties  of  nature  will  under- 
stand what  I  mean. 

From  this  standpoint  which  I  am  endeavouring  to 
describe  you  do  not  see  Marfield,  as  it  lies  beyond  that 
wood-crowned  ridge,  and  you  must  descend  down  into 
the  hollow,  cross  many  stiles,  traverse  the  willow-fringed 
path  that  runs  for  half  a  mile  or  more  by  the  gurgling 
stream,  beloved  by  every  species  of  British  dragon-fly, 
and  then  climb  again  to  the  woody  height,  and 
through  the  openings  between  the  trees  you  will  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  red-roofed  houses  that  are  built  with 
such  delightful  irregularity,  that,  as  you  view  them 
from  this  spot,  some  seem  to  be  on  top  of  the  others, 
and  all  of  them  are  higgledy-piggledy,  as  if  they  had 
been  shaken  up  in  a  gigantic  dice-box  and  dropped  out 
anyhow.  The  old  square-towered  Norman  church 
stands  apart  on  a  sunny  slope,  and  the  dead  who  sleep 
around  it  take  their  rest  in  one  of  the  most  exquisite  of 
(rod's  acres,  which  is  ever  ablaze  with  flowers  in  the  sum- 
mer and  filled  with  the  melody  of  the  woodland  warblers. 
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The  path  we  are  following  dips  again,  then  rises  once 
more,  and  getting  over  the  final  stile  we  find  ourselves 
in  a  narrow  lane,  completely  overarched  by  magnificent 
chestnuts.  At  the  end  of  this  shady  avenue  we  come 
upon  the  churchyard,  which  is  entered  from  here  by 
half-a-dozen  moss-green  steps,  surmounted  by  an 
ancient  and  rustic  porchway,  and  a  wooden-gate 
turning  on  a  centre  pivot  and  self-closing  by  means  of 
a  pulley  and  a  ponderous  block  of  wood  attached  to  a 
rope.  The  lane  now  bears  away  to  the  left,  and  just 
before  entering  the  village  we  reach  the  lodge  gates  of 
the  Manor.  These  gates  are  said  to  be  Norman  work, 
and  in  the  centre  of  each,  surrounded  by  a  knotted 
scroll,  is  the  coat  of  arms  of  the  ancient  family  of  the 
Alleyanes.  The  gates  are  hung  on  massive  square  stone 
pillars,  each  surmounted  by  the  strange  device  of  a  ball, 
from  which  springs  a  mailed  hand  grasping  a  dagger. 
This  is  the  crest  of  the  Alleyanes. 

It  is  a  good  ten  minutes'  walk  from  the  lodge  up  to 
the  house,  which  is  one  of  those  typical  English  homes 
we  are  all  so  proud  of.  The  original  block  of  buildings 
was  a  massive  square  stone  structure,  with  a  battle- 
mented  roof  and  a  tower  springing  from  one  corner.  A 
moat  formerly  surrounded  the  house,  which  was  a  place 
of  considerable  strength,  and  well  adapted  for  the  rude 
times,  when  the  owners  had  to  hold  themselves  ever 
ready  to  offer  stubborn  defence  against  unprovoked,  or, 
it  might  be,  provoked  attack.  The  building  underwent 
many  changes  during  the  centuries  of  men  that  came 
and  passed  away ;  and  save  in  its  external  arrangements, 
its  original  features  were  destroyed.  Then  some  later 
owner  built  out  two  long  wings  and  constructed  a 
terrace  promenade  in  front.  But  at  last  the  Alleyanes 
became  extinct ;    or,  at  any  rate,  that  branch  of  the 
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family  which  for  centuries  had  made  their  homes  in 
Marfield.  For  a  long  time  the  picturesque  and  ivy- 
covered  old  mansion  stood  empty.  Neither  a  purchaser 
nor  a  tenant  could  be  found  for  it,  and  it  began  to 
fall  into  decay,  so  that  there  was  some  talk  of  cutting 
the  estate  up  for  building  plots,  when  an  offer  was 
received  for  the  purchase  of  the  place  from  a  Mr.  Luke 
Champel,  a  lawyer  who  had  been  in  practice  in 
London.  The  offer  was  in  the  end  accepted,  and  the 
property  passed  into  Champel's  possession. 

Very  little  was  known  of  him  at  this  time,  and  though 
most  lawyers  are  able  to  live  very  snugly  on  the  exorbi- 
tant fees  they  so  shamelessly  squeeze  out  of  their 
clients,  people  wondered  how  it  was  Mr.  Champel  had 
the  means  to  incur  the  large  outlay  necessitated  in  the 
purchase  of  the  manor  of  Marfield.  However,  it  soon 
became  noised  about  that  Champel,  who  bore  the  repu- 
tation of  being  an  exceedingly  clever  lawyer,  had 
successfully  carried  through  a  Chancery  suit,  in 
which  a  litigant  laid  claim  to  property  valued 
at  half  a  million  sterling.  The  triumphant  litigant 
died  soon  afterwards,  and,  being  at  loggerheads 
with  most  of  his  relatives,  he  distributed  something  like 
a  quarter  of  a  million  amongst  charitable  institutions,  in 
order  that  he — poor  man — might  purchase  a  right  to 
one  of  the  high  places  of  Heaven  ;  and  the  rest  of  his 
fortune  he  left  to  Champel,  as  a  recognition  of  the 
dogged  way  in  which  the  lawyer  had  fought  and  won 
his  case. 

So  much  became  known,  and  perhaps  Mr.  Champel 
felt  it  wise  and  good  to  let  so  much  be  known ;  but 
beyond  that  there  was,  it  seems,  much  mystery  sur- 
rounding him.  That  is  to  say,  about  his  past  he  was 
singularly  reticent.     Not  even   the    most   irrepressible 

11 


98  SUSPICION  AROUSED. 

busybody  in  Marfield — and  even  dear,  delightful,  rustic 
Marfield  was  plagued  with,  this  objectionable  species  of 
human  wasp — could  discover  aught  about  Champel's 
family  connections  or  his  past  history.  It  soon  became 
common  gossip,  however,  that,  though  married,  he 
had  no  family.  His  own  age  was  about  fifty,  while 
his  wife  was  not  more  than  twenty-five.  She  was 
a  Spanish  lady  of  exquisite  beauty,  but  it  was  under- 
stood that  she  had  spent  the  best  half  of  her  life  in 
England,  her  father  having  been  a  merchant  in  the  city 
of  London. 

Mr.  Champel  proved  to  be  a  man  of  considerable 
culture  and  great  taste.  He  loved  art,  but  loved  nature 
better.  He  was  studious  too,  and  fond  of  books ;  and 
was  a  bit  of  an  archaeologist,  something  of  an  anti- 
quarian, a  dabbler  in  botany,  and  quite  a  respectable 
amateur  astronomer.  He  speedily  became  a  favourite, 
for  he  was  clever  without  any  pretension,  deferential  to 
the  opinions  of  others,  though  somewhat  dogmatic  in 
his  own  views,  but  possibly  that  was  due  to  his  legal 
training.  And  above  all,  he  was  what  a  lawyer 
seldom  is — a  true  gentleman,  with  something  of  the  old 
chivalric  notions  of  honour.  He  gave  liberally  but 
unostentatiously  to  charities,  and  was  a  warm  supporter 
of  the  arts  and  sciences,  and  did  what  he  could  to 
foster  a  love  of  them  amongst  the  people.  His  new 
home,  with  all  its  beautiful  surroundings,  became  his 
hobby,  and  he  bestowed  reverential  care  upon  it.  Not 
a  tree  would  he  have  cut  down,  not  a  shrub  disturbed, 
not  a  window  altered.  The  craze  for  modern  innova- 
tion found  no  favour  with  him. 

His  wife  in  most  respects  seemed  to  share  his  taste. 
She  soon  established  herself  as  a  favourite,  and  her 
vivacity,  her  cleverness,  and  general  cheerfulness,  to  say 
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nothing  of  her  beauty,  won  her  troops  of  admirers. 
But  it  came  in  time,  by  inference  or  otherwise,  to  be 
understood  that  on  one  point  at  least  the  husband  and 
wife  were  at  variance.  Mr.  Champel's  tastes  disposed 
him  to  a  quiet,  undisturbed,  studious  country  life,  but 
Mrs.  Champel  was  fond  of  company,  amusement, 
gaiety  ;  and  as  her  husband  was  passionately  attached 
to  her,  he  allowed  his  own  feelings  to  be  secondary  to 
hers,  and  the  result  was  the  Manor  became  a  centre 
of  festivity,  and  guests  were  numerous.  In  this 
manner  five  years  passed  away,  and  then  the  dark 
shadow  of  a  strange  mystery  fell  upon  the  beautiful 
home.  It  was  during  Christmas  week,  and  a  large 
number  of  guests  were  enjoying  the  hospitality  of  the 
old  Manor.  There  was  a  ball  on  Boxing  Day,  to  which 
all  the  gentry  of  the  district  were  invited,  and  it  was 
unanimously  voted  the  most  brilliant  and  successful 
festive  gathering  within  the  memory  of  the  oldest 
Marfield  inhabitant. 

On  New  Year's  Eve,  although  some  of  the  guests  had 
taken  their  departure,  the  house  was  still  pretty  full. 
It  was  remembered  afterwards  that  on  this  particular 
day  Mr.  Champel  appeared  to  be  out  of  sorts  and  low- 
spirited,  though  he  did  not  complain,  and  when  asked 
if  he  was  unwell,  he  answered  with  a  forced  cheerfulness 
that  he  was  all  right.  After  dinner  he  was  missed, 
and  some  inquiries  were  made  for  him,  but  it  would 
appear  that  amongst  the  majority  of  the  guests  an 
impression  prevailed  that,  not  feeling  well,  but  not 
wishing  to  cast  any  damper  on  the  enjoyment  of  his 
visitors,  he  had  quietly  retired  to  his  room.  About 
eleven  o'clock,  however,  some  one  point-blank  asked 
Mrs.  Champel  if  her  husband  had  gone  to  bed. 
Whereupon  she  expressed  herself  as  unable  to  say,  but 
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she  sent  for  Mr.  Champel's  valet,  and  told  him  to 
inquire  if  his  master  was  in  his  room.  The  man  soon 
returned  with  the  information  that  his  master  was  not 
in  his  room,  and  he  did  not  know  where  he  was.  He 
had  not  seen  him  for  hours.  Inquiries  were  at  once 
set  on  foot,  and  these  inquiries  soon  made  it  evident 
that  the  host  had  disappeared,  and  was  nowhere  to  he 
found.  This  was  considered  remarkable,  as  he  was  very 
punctilious  on  all  points  of  etiquette  ;  and  for  him  to 
thus  absent  himself  from  his  guests  without  any 
explanation  was  so  unusual  and  contrary  to  his  habits 
that  some  uneasiness  manifested  itself,  though  the 
uneasiness  did  not  become  acute  until  after  midnight, 
when  he  failed  to  appear  to  toast  his  visitors,  and  wish 
them  a  happy  new  year.  Then  the  people  were  seized 
with  real  alarm,  and  a  cloud  darkened  the  festivities. 
All  sorts  of  conjectures  were  rife,  and  there  was  much 
talk  and  discussion  until  the  gentlemen  of  the  party 
suggested  that  a  thorough  and  systematic  search  should 
be  made.  Mrs.  Champel  was  in  great  distress,  and, 
accompanied  by  some  of  the  servants,  she  insisted  on 
going  all  over  the  house,  while  others  of  the  servants 
and  the  male  guests  provided  themselves  with  lanterns 
and  went  through  the  greenhouses,  outhouses,  gardens, 
and  shrubberies,  but  not  a  trace  of  Mr.  Champel  was 
discovered  anywhere.  Although  the  day  had  been 
tolerably  fine  it  had  threatened  snow,  and  that  night  the 
threat  was  realized,  for  a  snowstorm  swept  over  the 
country  such  as  had  not  been  known  for  many  years. 
It  was  exceptionally  severe  in  the  district  of  Marfield, 
and  when  the  morning  dawned  the  land  for  miles  and 
miles  was  buried  beneath  nearly  a  foot  of  snow,  but  in 
places  exposed  to  the  wind  the  snow  had  drifted  to 
many  feet  deep. 
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The  uneasiness  experienced  by  the  guests  at  the 
Manor  on  Mr.  Champel's  account  now  became  an  agony 
of  distress,  and  the  worst  fears  began  to  manifest  them- 
selves. Firstly,  no  cne  could  suggest  a  plausible  reason 
why  he  should  have  left  the  house,  which  it  seemed 
evident  he  must  have  done  ;  and,  secondly,  having  left 
the  house,  they  were  equally  at  a  loss  to  account  for  his 
continued  absence,  except  on  the  implied  but  not 
expressed  hypothesis  that  he  was  dead. 

Amongst  the  guests  was  the  late  Sir  Villiers  Tremlin, 
who  was  an  intimate  friend  of  Mr.  Champel.  I  knew 
Sir  Villiers  very  well,  and  as  New  Year's  Day  wore  on, 
and  no  tidings  of  the  missing  man  were  forthcoming, 
he  telegraphed  to  me  on  his  own  responsibility  asking 
me  to  start  post-haste  for  Marfield.  I  also  knew  Marfield. 
It  was  a  favourite  haunt  of  mine.  Its  peace  and 
restf ulness  and  its  natural  beauties  had  a  fascination  for 
me ;  and  there  was  a  quaint  old  hostelry  there — an  old- 
time  place,  the  comforts  of  which  could  not  be  surpassed. 
I  had  spent  some  very  happy  hours  in  that  dear  old  inn, 
and  had  wandered  and  dreamed  in  the  Marfield  woods 
and  lanes  until  the  night  side  of  life  was  forgotten,  and 
the  world  appeared  a  goodly  world.  Although  I  had 
never  met  Mr.  Champel,  I  had  heard  of  him  ;  but  in 
complying  with  Sir  Villiers  Tremlin's  request  it  never 
occurred  to  me  for  one  brief  instant  that  the  business  he 
wished  me  to  undertake  was  to  solve  the  mystery 
surrounding  Mr.  Champel's  sudden  and  strange 
disappearance  from  his  home. 

It  was  too  late  for  me  to  get  a  train  that  night,  but  I 
got  the  express  the  next  morning,  which  leaves  London 
at  9.30.  It  passes  Marfield,  but  stops  at  a  junction  ten 
miles  farther  on,  and  from  there  I  posted,  reaching  the 
Manor  as  the  day  was  waning.     The  distance  from  the 
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junction  by  the  road  was  a  little  over  twenty  miles,  but 
the  state  of  the  roads,  owing  to  the  heavy  snow,  made 
it  exceedingly  difficult  to  get  along  at  all.  However, 
the  journey  was  accomplished  safely,  and  immediately 
on  my  arrival  at  the  house  I  sent  in  my  card  to  Sir 
Villiers,  who  came  to  me  in  a  few  minutes  to  the  library  - 
His  face  wore  a  very  grave  expression,  and  he  seemed 
deeply  concerned. 

He  briefly  told  me  the  circumstances  which  had 
induced  him  to  telegraph  for  me,  and  expressed  his 
fears  that  his  friend  must  be  dead. 

"  All  day  long,"  said  Sir  Villiers,  "  I  noted  that  Mr. 
Champel  was  much  depressed  and  out  of  sorts,  and  two 
or  three  times  I  asked  him  to  confide  in  me  and  tell  me 
what  his  trouble  was,  for  I  was  sure  he  had  a  trouble ; 
but  he  laughed,  though  it  was  a  forced  laugh,  and  assured 
me  he  would  get  over  it.  He  said  he  thought  he  had 
a  fit  of  the  blues.  His  nature  was  such  a  buoyant  one, 
and  he  was  usually  so  cheerful,  and  took  such  an  interest 
in  everything  around  him,  that  for  him  to  speak  of 
having  the  blues  seemed  absurd.  However,  I  did  not 
feel  anything  like  real  concern  until  the  afternoon,  when 
I  joined  him  in  the  smoking-room.  His  depression 
seemed  to  have  increased,  and  after  taking  a  cigar, 
lighting  it,  and  puffing  at  it  for  some  moments,  he 
suddenly  dashed  it  into  the  fire-place,  sprang  to  his  feet, 
ran  his  fingers  through  his  hair,  and  began  to  pace  the 
room  as  if  suffering  from  some  keen  mental  distress. 
As  you  may  imagine,  I  was  very  much  astonished,  and 
I  begged  of  him  to  make  me  his  confessor  if  he  thought 
I  could  be  of  the  slightest  service.  He  thereupon  seize! 
my  hand,  wrung  it,  and  said  that  he  had  a  load  on  his 
mind,  but  he  begged  and  prayed  of  me  not  to  breathe  a 
word  to  anybody,  as  he  did  not  wish  to  mar  the  harmony 
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of  the  gathering,  and  he  added  that  he  would  confide 
in  me,  and  ask  my  advice  in  the  course  of  a  day  or  two. 
As  some  gentlemen  came  into  the  room  at  this  moment 
the  subject  was  dropped,  and  I  have  not  seen  my  friend 
since." 

"  Have  you  formed  any  theory  to  account  for  his 
disappearance,  Sir  Villiers  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Yes,"  came  the  answer,  "  I  have.  Although  I 
know  nothing  of  his  financial  affairs,  my  own  opinion 
is  that  he  was  suddenly  called  upon  to  face  some  ruinous 
loss,  and  that  it  turned  his  brain." 

"  And  he  has  committed  suicide  ?  "  I  suggested. 

"  Precisely.  That  is  my  fear.  Or  sudden  mental 
aberration  caused  him  to  wander  from  his  home  and  he 
perished  in  the  storm." 

So  far  as  I  was  able  to  form  a  judgment  on  what  I 
had  now  heard,  that  theory  seemed  to  me  a  rational  one. 
And,  agreeable  to  Sir  Villiers  Tremlin's  special  request, 
I  agreed  to  keep  my  presence  on  the  scene  a  secret,  but 
to  resort  to  some  means  to  trace  the  missing  man.  This, 
of  course,  handicapped  me  to  a  considerable  extent,  but 
I  said  I  would  do  my  best,  and  I  started  on  the  assump- 
tion that  Mr.  Champel  was  lying  dead  somewhere  under 
the  snow  within  no  great  distance  of  his  own  house. 
Of  course,  news  of  the  unfortunate  gentleman's  strange 
disappearance  had  spread  throughout  the  district,  and 
caused  very  considerable  excitement.  The  wildest  and 
most  improbable  theories  found  expression,  and  every- 
body seemed  to  have  some  suggestion  to  offer  on  the 
matter.  I  could  find  no  one,  however,  who  could  give 
me  the  least  bit  of  practical  information.  No  one 
seemed  to  have  noticed  Mr.  Champel  after  he  was  in 
the  smoking-room  with  Sir  Villiers  Tremlin.  In  the 
first  instance  my  inquiries  were  necessarily  directed  to 
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trying  to  discover  if  lie  had  been  seen  in  the  village,  or 
by  any  of  the  country  people  in  the  neighbourhood. 
But  the  answer  everywhere  was  "  No."  Now  this  was, 
to  say  the  least,  remarkable ;  because  a  man  so  well 
known  as  he  was  for  miles  and  miles  round  could 
hardly  have  gone  far  without  being  recognized.  Nor 
did  he  leave  by  train,  because  if  he  had  appeared  at  the 
station  some  of  the  porters  must  have  recognize  1  him. 
This  strengthened  my  belief  in  Sir  Villiers's  theory,  that 
in  a  moment  of  mental  aberration  he  had  wandered 
away  and  perished. 

He  had  not  really  been  m  s  sed  until  dinner-time,  that 
is,  at  seven  o'clock.  It  was  about  four  when  he  was  in 
the  smoking-room  with  his  friend,  and  the  great  storm 
did  not  begin  until  near  midnight.  Between  four  and 
midnight  he  might  have  gone  a  considerable  distance, 
and  in  the  darkness  he  could  have  wandered  off  without 
being  recognized,  for  on  such  a  night  there  would  be 
few  people  about.  Therefore,  if  it  was  to  be  assumed 
that  he  had  done  so,  it  argued  a  state  of  mind  border- 
ing on  insanity,  and  an  aimlessness  of  object  that 
might  lead  him  anywhere ;  though,  had  he  gone  to  the 
village,  all  the  chances  were  that  he  would  have  been 
known.  "  Anywhere,"  as  I  express  it,  was  a  very  wide 
margin.  It  really  meant  to  any  point  of  the  compass 
avoiding  the  village.  There  was  the  high  road  and  by- 
lanes,  and  footpaths  through  the  woods  and  over  the 
meadows  and  hills,  and  on  a  bitter  winter  night  all  these 
thoroughfares  would  be  lonely  and  deserted.  Suppos- 
ing he  had  avoided  the  ordinary  routes,  he  must  have 
gone  over  the  country  the  way  the  crow  flies,  that  is, 
over  hedges  and  ditches.  It  will  thus  be  seen  that, 
having  regard  to  the  deep  snow,  it  was  by  no  means 
easy  to  make  even  a  vague  guess  as  to  the  place  in  which 
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his  body  would  probably  be  found,  supposing  tbat  tbe 
theory  of  his  being  dead  should  prove  correct.  In  face 
of  the  difficulties  that  confronted  me,  it  suddenly 
occurred  to  me  to  call  to  my  aid  the  intelligence  of  one 
of  Mr.  Champel's  canine  friends.  He  was  very  fond  of 
animals,  and  amongst  his  pets  was  a  magnificent  speci- 
men of  a  pure-bred  St.  Bernard,  called  "  Monk."  It 
was  a  really  splendid  animal.  Not  one  of  the  hybrid 
mongrels  which  people  who  know  no  better  call  "  long- 
haired St.  Bernards,"  and  in  which  the  chief  charac- 
teristics— namely,  high  intelligence,  scent,  and  gentle- 
ness— are  blunted  or  partially  destroyed ;  bat  a 
smDoth-coated  beast,  powerful  as  a  young  lion,  though 
under  thirty  inches  in  height,  but  with  a  nose  as  keen 
as  an  antelope's.  The  man  whose  special  duty  it  was 
to  look  after  the  dogs  agreed  to  go  with  me,  as  Monk 
and  I  were  strangers  ;  so  the  handsome  dog  was  loosed, 
and  the  three  of  us  set  off  together.  Somehow  I  could 
not  help  thinking  that  the  dog  by  some  subtle  instinct 
divined  the  nature  of  the  duty  he  was  to  perform,  for 
he  took  the  lead  from  the  very  first,  and  I  resolved  that 
he  should  go  wherever  he  thought  proper,  and  I  would 
follow,  no  matter  where  he  led. 

For  a  little  time  his  course  was  a  very  divergent  one  : 
now  to  the  right,  now  to  the  left ;  then  forward,  next 
back  the  way  we  had  come.  Sometimes  he  rolled  in 
the  snow,  then  he  sniffed  the  air  with  his  noble  head 
upraised,  and  anon  he  rushed  along  with  his  nose  close 
to  the  ground.  He  continued  this  erratic  performance 
for  at  least  an  hour,  and  we  had  not  yet  left  the  Manor 
grounds.  At  last  he  uttered  a  strange,  plaintive  whine, 
and  with  his  nose  to  the  ground  he  dashed  off  in  a 
straight  line.  My  companion  and  I  followed,  and  we 
found  the  dog  was  traversing  a  little  pathway,  now 
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covered  with  snow,  that  led  down  into  a  hollow,  where 
in  a  moss-covered  boundary  wall  was  a  door,  which,  to 
my  companion's  astonishment,  was  standing  open.  I 
say  he  was  astonished,  because  the  door  was  invariably 
kept  locked.  On  the  other  side  of  the  wall  was  a  deep 
and  broad  ditch,  and  the  ditch  was  crossed  by  a  double 
plank  bridge  leading  from  the  door  to  the  bank  on  the 
opposite  side,  which  was  a  dense  wood  and  game 
preserve,  forming  part  of  the  Manor  estate. 

Across  the  little  bridge  the  dog  rushed  with,  as  I  felt 
certain,  some  fixed  purpose  in  his  mind.  The  snow 
was  pretty  deep,  and  he  sank  into  it,  but  we  followed, 
and  he  led  us  into  the  heart  of  the  wood,  where  there 
was  a  hut  used  in  the  summer  as  a  summer-house. 
The  door  of  this  house  was  also  open,  which  drew  from 
my  companion  another  exclamation  of  surprise.  The 
dog  tore  into  the  house,  and  immediately  set  up  a 
violent  howling.  In  a  few  moments  we,  too,  had 
entered,  and  there  on  the  floor  lay  the  dead  body  of 
Mr.  Champel,  and  the  faithful  and  distressed  hound 
was  licking  the  cold,  ghastly  face,  and  trying  in  its 
dumb  distress  to  warm  it  into  life  again. 

My  first  thought  was  to  determine  if  possible  how 
the  unfortunate  gentleman  had  come  by  his  death,  and 
stooping  down  for  that  purpose,  I  was  horrified  to  find 
he  was  lying  in  a  pool  of  congealed  blood.  Naturally 
the  first  idea  that  suggested  itself  was  suicide.  I  soon 
found  that  he  had  been  shot  in  the  breast  on  the  right- 
hand  side,  pretty  low  down.  That  at  least  did  not  look 
like  self-slaughter.  A  man  who  kills  himself  by  shoot- 
ing usually  fires  into  his  mouth,  or  else  at  his  temple  or 
his  heart.  I  at  once  searched  the  hut  for  the  weapon 
with  which  the  deed  had  been  done,  but  no  weapon 
could  be  found.      That  didn't  confirm  the  idea    of 
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suicide  either.  Of  course  he  might  have  shot  himself 
outside,  have  dropped  the  weapon,  and  struggled  into 
the  hut  to  die.  I  confess,  however,  that  it  did  seem  to 
me  very  like  a  case  of  murder,  for  I  could  not  under- 
stand a  man  shooting  himself  in  the  right  side,  which 
was  likely  to  produce  a  lingering  death.  Men  who 
decide  to  take  their  lives  usually  choose  the  most 
expeditious  means  of  doing  so.  With  the  greatest 
difficulty  we  managed  to  get  the  dog  away  from  the 
body.  Then  we  closed  the  door,  went  sorrowfully  back 
to  the  house,  and  I  immediately  had  an  interview  with 
Sir  Yilliers  Tremlin,  to  whom  I  imparted  the  sad  news. 
I  need  scarcely  say  he  was  greatly  shocked,  and  we  at 
once  decided  that  the  guests  should  be  dismissed,  infor- 
mation given  to  the  police,  a  search  made  for  the 
weapon,  and  a  request  sent  immediately  to  the  family 
doctor  to  come  up  and  examine  the  body. 

In  a  very  short  time  excitement,  confusion,  and 
lamentation  prevailed  where  but  a  few  hours  ago  there 
had  been  revelry  and  mirth.  The  coachman  drove  over 
for  the  doctor  and  brought  him  back,  and  he  and  I,  Sir 
Villiers,  and  two  servants  carrying  spades,  proceeded  at 
once  to  the  hut.  The  doctor's  examination  revealed 
the  fact  that  Mr.  Champel  had  met  his  death  by  a  bullet 
that  had  passed  clean  through  the  lower  lobe  of  the  right 
lung,  and  had  come  out  at  the  back  near  the  shoulder. 
And  this  bullet  must  have  been  fired  from  a  distance, 
because  there  was  not  the  slightest  trace  of  burning  of 
the  clothes,  which  would  necessarily  have  been  the  case 
if  the  weapon  had  been  placed  close  to  the  body. 

It  was  murder,  not  suicide  ;  of  that  I  was  convinced ; 
and  there  could  be  no  doubt  on  the  subject  when,  after 
two  hours  of  patient  labour  and  search,  no  trace  of  the 
weapon  could  be  found.     Tin  doctor  stated  positively 
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that  from  the  nature  of  the  wound  the  unfortunate 
gentleman  could  not  have  remained  in  an  upright  posi- 
tion for  five  minutes  after  receiving  it,  and  probably 
was  stone  dead  within  ten  minutes  from  internal 
haemorrhage.  Consequently,  if  he  had  shot  himself  out- 
side, he  must  have  been  very  close  to  the  hut  at  the 
time  ;  and  therefore,  if  it  had  been  a  case  of  suicide,  the 
weapon  would  surely  have  been  found  within  a  short 
distance. 

The  coroner's  inquest  that  followed  brought  nothing 
to  light,  but  it  strengthened  the  theory  of  murder.  For 
though  it  was  proved  tbat  on  the  day  of  his  disappear- 
ance Mr.  Champel  was  depressed,  the  evidence  made  it 
clear  that  he  had  no  financial  trouble  of  any  kind.  His 
affairs  were  flourishing,  and,  so  far  as  could  be  gathered, 
there  was  no  earthly  reason  for  his  taking  his  own  life. 
The  verdict,  however,  was  an  open  one.  It  recorded 
that  there  was  no  evidence  to  prove  how  Mr.  Champel 
had  come  by  his  death. 

In  the  meantime  I  had  caused  the  most  exhaustive 
search  to  be  made  for  the  weapon  that  killed  him.  It 
was  not  forthcoming,  however.  But  in  the  hut,  deeply 
embedded  in  the  wooden  wall  opposite  the  door,  I  found 
a  bullet.  It  was  not  a  pistol  bullet,  but  a  conical  bullet 
from  a  gun  cartridge.  In  a  subsequent  interview  I  had 
with  Sir  Yilliers  Tremlin,  he  made  it  manifest  that  he 
strongly  inclined  to  the  theory  of  suicide,  but  I  said  to 
him,  "  Sir  Villiersthis  is  no  suicide,  but  murder,  though 
at  present  I  can  suggest  no  theory  for  the  murder.  Mr. 
Champel,  however,  probably  had  a  skeleton  in  his  cup- 
board of  which  you  knew  nothing,  intimate  as  you  were 
with  him.  Let  us  search  for  that  skeleton,  and  if  our 
search  is  successful,  it  may  put  us  on  the  track  of  the 
murderer." 
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Although  he  did  not  agree  altogether  with  my  view?, 
he  promised  to  place  himself  in  my  hands  and  help  me 
in  every  way.  Up  to  this  time  I  had  not  seen  Mrs. 
Champel.  She  had  been  so  overwhelmed  that  she  had 
kept  her  bed.  But  now  I  resolved  to  see  her,  and  sent 
word  asking  her  to  grant  me  an  interview. 

A  little  later  she  received  me  in  her  elegant  boudoir. 
She  was  very  pale,  and  seemed  strangely  agitated  and 
confused,  and  exhibited  a  striking  reluctance  to  answer 
my  questions,  as  though  in  her  own  mind  she  resented 
them  as  impertinences.  She  was  a  singularly  handsome 
woman,  with  a  typical  Spanish  face,  dark  olive  skin, 
intensely  dark  eyes,  in  which  slumbered  the  fierce  fires 
of  passion  ;  and  her  hair,  of  which  she  had  a  great 
abundance,  was  of  that  magnificent  blue-black  hue 
peculiar  to  Southern  Spanish  women.  Although  she  had 
been  in  England  the  greater  part  of  her  life,  she  yet 
spoke  with  a  slightly  foreign  accent. 

Notwithstanding  her  undeniable  physical  beauty, 
there  was  something  in  her  nature  that  rejoelled  me. 
She  displayed  a  lofty  scorn  in  her  expression  and  a 
general  indication  of  heartlessness.  And  I  at  once 
gauged  her  as  being  a  woman  capable  of  two  violent 
extremes  of  temperament ;  that  is,  of  intense  passion  on 
the  one  hand,  which  in  her  case  might  do  duty  for  love, 
and  of  bitter  and  relentless  hatred  on  the  other.  I 
mention  these  details  as  showing  the  impression  she 
made  on  me  before  I  had  been  in  her  company  ten 
minutes. 

Although  she  tried  hard  to  conceal  the  fact,  it 
cropped  up  in  spite  of  her  and  made  itself  manifest  that 
her  husband  had  been  distasteful  to  her.  She  spoke  of 
him  in  a  manner  that  amazed  me,  considering  how 
recently  she  had  become  a  widow,  and  the  dreadful  and 
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mysterious  end  that  had  so  suddenly  overtaken  him. 
And  at  last  I  put  this  question  to  her,  asking  it  with  a 
certain  sharpness — 

"  Mrs.  Champel,  tell  me  if  there  was  any  serious 
difference  between  you  and  your  husband  ?  " 

As  she  answered  she  showed  her  white,  even 
teeth,  and  they  were  clenched,  and  the  slumbering 
fire  of  her  eyes  seemed  to  leap  into  activity  for  a 
moment. 

"  He  was  jealous-  of  me,"  she  said  sibilantly. 

"  Jealous  !     Indeed  !     Had  he  cause  to  be  so  ?  " 

"  No  !  "  she  exclaimed  almost  fiercely ;  then  with  an 
exhibition  of  nervous  excitement,  and  a  scornful  curling 
of  her  shapely  lips,  she  added,  "  I  will  answer  you  no 
more  questions.  You  have  no  business  to  ask  me  what 
there  was  between  me  and  my  husband.  His  dead  lips 
will  just  as  soon  tell  you  as  I  will.  Glo,  please.  I  will 
not  be  questioned." 

She  rose,  and  swept  imperiously  out  of  the  room. 
This  sudden  but  unpremeditated  display  of  her  inner 
nature  to  me  did  for  the  moment  astonish  me ;  but  only 
for  a  moment.  I,  too,  left  the  room,  and  seeking  Sir 
Yilliers  Tremlin,  said  to  him — 

"  Sir  Villiers,  I  have  discovered  the  skeleton." 

"  "What  do  you  mean  ?  "  he  asked  excitedly . 

"  I  told  you  that  Mr.  Champel  probably  had  a 
skeleton.  I  was  correct.  I  have  found  it.  Its  name 
is  jealousy." 

"  Good  Grod  !  "  he  cried,  "  is  that  so  ?  Now,  then, 
that  explains  many  little  things  I  have  noticed  of  late 
in  Mr.  Ohampel's  manner  :  his  furtive  glances  at  his 
wife,  his  growing  distress  of  mind,  and  his  unusual 
restlessness.  Yes,  now  it  is  explained.  He  was 
jealous.         He    was    passionately     attached     to    her, 
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worshipped  the  very  ground  she  walked  upon  ;  and  he 
was  too  true  a  gentleman  to  breathe  a  syllable  against 
her  until  he  was  sure  of  his  ground.  And,  intimate  as 
I  was  with  him,  he  told  me  nothing." 

"  Can  you  suggest  any  one  of  whom  he  had  the 
slightest  reason  to  be  jealous  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Yes." 

"  His  name  ?  " 

"  Raymond  Remmington,  the  handsome,  scapegrace 
son  of  old  Eemmington,  the  retired  shipbuilder, 
who  lives  over  there  in  Welton  Hall,  the  other  side  of 
the  village." 

"  Why  do  you  think  Mr.  Champel  was  jealous  of 
Eemmington  ?  " 

"  Because  Mrs.  Champel  showed  a  partiality  for  him. 
She  rode  with  him,  and  drove  with  him,  and  was 
evidently  fond  of  his  company." 

This  information  gave  me  food  for  reflection,  and 
with  the  assistance  of  Sir  Villiers,  who  under  Champel's 
will  was  one  of  the  executors,  I  was  enabled  to  go 
through  some  of  the  deceased  man's  papers.  But  I 
discovered  nothing  that  was  of  the  slightest  use  in 
helping  to  unravel  the  mystery.  While  glancing 
about  his  study,  however,  I  noted  in  the  fireplace,  on 
the  hearthstone,  the  carbonized  remains  of  a  piece  of 
paper.  That  was  suggestive  of  a  burnt  letter.  Ever  on 
the  qui  vive  for  signs  and  clues,  I  picked  this  up,  and 
noted  traces  of  letters  in  the  burnt  surface.  As 
every  one  knows,  if  you  burn  a  sheet  of  paper  with 
writing  or  print  on  it,  and  do  not  thoroughly  destroy 
but  only  carbonize  it,  the  writing  or  parts  of  it 
may  still  be  read.  So  it  was  in  this  case.  With 
greatest  care  and  most  delicate  handling  I  placed 
that    charred    substance    on   a  large   sheet   of    white 
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paper,  and  by  aid  of  a  magnifying  glass  deciphered 
the  following  words — 

be  hut  in         wood 
wife  assignation 

This  was  all  that  had  any  coherency.  There  were 
other  strokes  and  two  or  three  letters  visible,  but  no 
meaning  could  be  made  out  of  them.  The  foregoing 
words,  however,  had  a  startling  significance,  and  the 
theory  I  constructed  was  this :  Mr.  Champel  had 
received  a  note  saying  that  his  wife  had  an  assignation 
at  the  hut  in  the  wTood.  But  that  note  was  simply  to 
lure  bim  to  his  doom.  He  went  to  the  hut,  and  was 
there  shot  by  some  one  lying  in  concealment.  Possibly 
he  was  killed  immediately  on  crossing  the  little  bridge, 
and  bis  body  was  carried  into  the  but  to  foster  the  idea 
of  suicide.  But  the  cunning  of  the  murderer  had  over- 
reached itself,  for  be  neglected  to  leave  a  weapon  by 
the  body,  and  no  weapon  was  ever  found.  Now  came 
the  crucial  question,  Who  wrote  the  letter  and  who  sbot 
him  ?  Was  it  one  and  the  same  person,  or  two 
individuals  ?  I  showed  Sir  Yilliers  tbe  burnt  paper, 
but  unfortunately  it  was  impossible  to  preserve  it.  The 
tinder  crumbled  away. 

My  next  step  was  silently,  and  as  secretly  as  possible, 
to  learn  all  I  could  in  connection  with  Eaymond 
Remmington.  He  bad  led  a  graceless  and  shameless 
career,  and  given  his  friends  and  relatives  much 
concern.  That  he  bad  been  about  a  great  deal  with 
Mrs.  Champel  there  was  no  doubt,  but  it  was  generally 
supposed  that  this  was  with  the  knowledge  of  the 
husband,  for  he  was  a   frequent  visitor  at  the  Manor 

and  it  was  understood — or  inferred,  at  any  rate that  he 

was  Mr.  Champel's  friend,     He  had  received  an  invita- 
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tion  for  the  party  at  the  Manor  on  New  Year's  Eve, 
but  could  not  accept  it  as  he  was  suffering  from  quinsy, 
and  was  confined  to  his  bed,  with  a  professional  nurse 
to  attend  to  him.  That  he  was  not  out  on  that  night, 
nor  for  several  days  before,  nor  several  days  after,  I 
placed  beyond  question  by  the  most  undeniable 
testimony.  Therefore  his  hand  was  not  the  hand  that 
actually  committed  the  crime. 

For  weeks  I  tried  by  every  means  in  my  power  to 
solve  this  strange  problem,  but  failed — not  a  trace  of  the 
murderer  could  be  got.  It  was  a  somewhat  singular 
thing  that  the  prevailing  opinion  was  that  Mr.  Champel 
had  committed  suicide,  though  there  was  not  one  atom 
of  evidence  to  suj^port  that  idea.  It  was  murder ;  I 
felt  convinced  it  was  murder ;  but  for  once  I  was  baffled- 

A  little  more  than  a  year  after  Champel's  death  his 
widow  became  the  wife  of  Raymond  Remmington. 
Champel  had  left  her  everything  by  his  will,  and  she 
hastened  to  sell  all  the  property  and  went  to  Spain  with 
her  new  lord,  settling  at  last  in  Madrid.  Two  years 
later  the  English  papers  announced  that  "  An  English- 
man named  Raymond  Remmington,  who  married  the 
widow  of  Mr.  Champel,  whose  mysterious  death  at  Mar- 
field  will  be  fresh  in  the  memory  of  the  public,  was 
recently  assassinated  in  Madrid,  where  he  resided  with 
his  wife.  It  appears  that  he  was  returning  home  late 
at  night  from  a  cafe  where  he  had  been  spending  the 
evening,  when  he  lost  his  life.  How  or  why  he  was 
killed  is  not  known,  but  his  body  was  found  by  a  soldier 
lying  in  a  lonely  street,  and  when  it  was  examined  it 
was  found  to  be  punctured  by  five  dagger  wounds,  each 
of  which  in  itself  was  sufficient  to  cause  death.  Robbery 
does  not  seem  to  have  been  the  motive  for  the  crime,  as 
his  valuables  and  money  were  intact." 
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On  reading  this  I  took  considerable  trouble  to  get 
hold  of  any  further  particulars  that  might  be  forth- 
coming, but  all  I  could  learn  was  that  he  and  his 
wife  led  a  very  unhappy  life  owing  to  differences  about 
money  matters.  He  had  taken  to  drink  heavily,  and 
would  have  run  through  her  fortune  had  she  allowed 
him  to  have  control  of  it. 

As  an  assassination  in  Spain  by  stabbing  is  by  no 
means  a  rare  occurrence,  Hemmington's  death  did  not 
attract  any  particular  attention,  and  the  authorities  gave 
themselves  no  very  great  trouble — he  being  a  foreigner — 
to  discover  the  murderer ;  so  his  death  went  unavenged. 
Thus  the  mystery  surrounding  his  end  might  be  said  to 
be  a  sequel  to  the  Marfield  Mystery,  which,  until  the 
grave  reveals  its  secrets,  will  probably  never  be  solved. 
But  the  following  strange  fact  may  help  the  reader  to 
form  his  own  theory.  Upwards  of  ten  years  after  Mr. 
Champel's  death,  the  then  owner  of  the  Manor  estate 
was  making  a  new  pathway  through  the  wood,  when  the 
workmen  dug  up  an  old,  worm-eaten,  and  rusty  gun. 
A  notification  of  this  was  sent  to  me,  and  I  subjected 
that  relic  to  a  critical  examination.  The  bullet  that  I 
had  taken  from  the  woodwork  of  the  hut  I  still  had  in 
my  possession,  and  experts  declared  that  the  bullet, 
although  flattened  and  out  of  shape,  had  fitted  in  the 
bore  of  the  gun.  On  the  stock  of  this  gun  were  carved 
the  initials  "J.  B."  They  were  the  initials  of  a  man 
named  Jack  Burton,  who  formerly  lived  in  Marfield, 
and  rendered  himself  somewhat  notorious  owing  to  his 
drinking  habits  and  his  love  of  poaching.  Almost 
immediately  after  the  murder  he  left  the  village,  much 
to  the  astonishment  of  his  acquaintances,  and  went  to 
America.  The  questions  therefore  that  arise  to  one's 
mind,  and  which  require  answering,  are  : 
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First — Did  Jack  Burton  shoot  Mr.  Champel  ? 

Second— If  so,  was  he  instigated  to  the  deed  by  Ray- 
mond Remmington  ? 

Third — Was  Mrs.  Champel  a  party  to  the  crime  ? 

Interested  as  I  have  always  been  in  this  extraordinary 
drama  of  real  life,  I  tried  to  keep  Mrs.  Remmington  in 
view,  and  I  found  that  she  died  some  years  ago  at 
Florence,  having  married  for  the  third  time.  Her  lips 
there  rore,  and  the  lips  of  Raymond  Remmington,  are 
sealed  with  the  eternal  silence  of  the  grave.  Of  Jack 
Burton  I  have  never  been  able  to  get  a  trace.  He  may 
or  may  not  be  living.  But  it  seems  highly  probable 
after  this  lapse  of  time  that  the  dark  mystery  of  dear, 
old,  delightful,  dreamy  Marfield  will  remain  a  mystery 
until  the  end  of  all  things. 
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A   DARK    CHAPTER    FROJI    A    STRAXGE   HISTORY. 

About  a  mile  and  a  half  off  the  main  road  between 
Edinburgh  and  Berwick,  and  nearly  equi-distant 
between  the  two  towns,  stood  a  large  farmhouse  known 
in  the  district  as  "  The  Sea  Wash."  It  was  situated  in 
a  most  lonely  part  of  the  country,  in  a  deep  hollow  that 
sloped  somewhat  like  a  section  of  a  funnel  down  to  the 
sea.  In  bad  weather  the  flying  spume  from  the  angry 
ocean  was  often  driven  by  the  wind  far  over  the 
farm  lands,  hence — no  doubt,  the  place  came  to  be 
called  "  Sea  Wash."  It  was  in  every  way  appropriate, 
for  it  was  a  terribly  bleak  spot,  particularly  so  in  winter, 
and  the  wonder  was  that  anything  grew  there.  At  least 
a  stranger  would  have  wondered,  but,  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  the  laud  for  miles  round,  where  not  actually  exposed 
to  the  full  blasts  from  the  German  Ocean,  was  astonish- 
ingly fertile  in  a  general  way,  and  some  of  the  finest 
crop3  of  potatoes  and  turnips  to  be  found  in  all  the 
country  were  raised  there,  while  Sea  Wash  hay  had  a 
reputation  far  and  near.  These  results  were  doubtless 
due  to  the  rich  quality  of  the  land,  and  to  the  large 
amount  of  sunlight  during  an  average  summer.  It  was, 
however,  as  a  cattle  and  horse  breeding  farm  that  it  was 
most  valuable,  and  in  this  respect  few  places  either 
north  or  south  could  outrival  it. 

Sea  Wash  had  been  in  the  same  family  for  nearly,  if 
not  quite,  two  generations,  and  it  was  due  to  the  enter- 
prise and    energy    of  this  family  that  the  place  had 
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become  as  valuable  as  it  was.  Tbe  family  bore  the 
name  of  Lammington.  They  came  of  a  stock  of  sturdy 
Westmoreland  yeomen,  who  traced  their  ancestry  back 
to  pre-Norman  times ;  and  they  also  made  a  boast  that 
when  the  weak  and  pusillanimous  Edward  II.  led 
his  splendid  but  shamefully-managed  army  to  the 
disastrous  field  of  Bannockburn,  many  of  the  Lamming- 
tons  marched  in  the  van,  and  rendered  true  yeoman 
service,  for  which  their  descendants  received  grants  of 
land. 

Sea  Wash  came  to  the  family  by  purchase ;  the 
original  owner  bearing  the  name  being  Harold 
Lammington,  who,  so  to  speak,  reeked  of  the  soil.  He 
was  a  young  man  with  a  young  wife.  Up  to  this  time 
the  farm  had  not  prospered,  but  under  his  energetic 
management  its  luck  changed  for  the  better,  until  it  was 
looked  upon  as  a  splendid  property.  The  story  I  have 
to  tell  is  connected  with  some  of  his  descendants. 

At  the  period  of  the  story  the  farm  was  in  the 
occupation  of  his  grandson,  John  Her sch el  Lammington, 
who  had  a  numerous  family,  some  of  whom  were  settled 
in  far  distant  parts  of  the  world.  His  eldest  son  had 
died  young,  from  the  effects  of  an  accident  in  the 
hunting  field ;  and  his  second  son,  Percy  Robert,  had 
been  a  source  of  grievous  trouble  to  his  parents  and  all 
connected  with  him.  In  his  case  his  father  had  con- 
ceived what  proved  to  be  the  fatal  project  of  bringing 
him  up  to  some  genteel  profession,  instead  of  allowing 
him  to  follow  the  agricultural  and  country  pursuits 
which  his  people  had  followed  for  so  many  years.  So 
it  was  decided  that  Percy  should  enter  the  Church,  and 
he  was  sent  to  Aberdeen  to  pursue  his  studies.  But  in 
a  very  short  time  he  expressed  a  strong  dislike  for 
the  calling  of  a  minister,  and  thought  he  would  like  the 
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Law.  He  was  therefore  removed  to  Edinburgh,  and 
entered  as  a  law  student,  though  it  was  speedily  made 
manifest  that  the  bent  of  his  mind  did  not  incline  to 
the  legal  world.  In  fact,  it  was  said  by  those  who  had 
to  deal  with  him  that  he  was  lacking  in  application  and 
had  a  strong  tendency  to  run  wild.  Of  course  his 
parents  were  not  only  greatly  disappointed,  but  much 
distressed,  and  they  had  him  home  again.  Unhappily, 
however,  his  experience,  brief  as  it  had  been,  of  town 
life  had  unsettled  him,  and  farm  work  had  no 
attractions.  He  now  expressed  a  wish  to  learn 
engineering,  and  accordingly  his  father  determined  to 
give  him  another  chance.  He  was  consequently  taken 
to  London  and  placed  with  one  of  the  most  eminent 
firms  in  the  Metropolis,  and  it  was  now  thought  that 
he  had  found  his  proper  groove.  But  the  fatal 
fascinations  of  the  great  world  of  London  were  too 
much  for  such  an  ill-balanced  mind  as  this  young  man 
had,  and  it  became  ver}r  painfully  apparent  that  he  was 
not  likely  to  do  much  good  for  himself.  Indeed, 
there  is  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  he  plunged  into  a 
vortex  of  dissipation,  but  his  evil  doings  were  for  a  long 
time  kept  from  his  parents'  ears  by  his  youngest  sister 
Bessie,  with  whom  he  was  a  great  favourite.  Bessie 
was  his  junior,  but  in  every  sense  of  the  word  she  was 
as  superior  to  him  as  one  human  being  could  well  be  to 
another. 

Bessie's  love  for  the  black  sheep  caused  her  to  look 
upon  his  vices  as  venial  ones,  and  she  prevented  them 
coming  to  his  father's  knowledge  until  it  was  too  late. 
He  had  so  seriously  disgraced  himself  with  the  firm 
he  had  been  placed  with  that  they  summarily  got  rid  of 
him,  and  wrote  to  his  father  informing  him  ;  but  poor 
Bessie,  under  the  mistaken  impression  that  she  was 
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serving  her  brother,  purloined  that  letter,  so  that  it 
never  came  into  her  father's  hands. 

For  a  whole  year  after  this  he  seems  to  have  loafed 
about  the  Metropolis,  supported  chiefly,  as  was 
subsequently  ascertained,  by  means  of  small  remittances 
sent  to  him  by  his  sister  Bessie.  Then  a  terrible  event 
happened  that  fell  upon  the  family  with  the  shock  of  an 
earthquake.  In  a  low  lodging  in  the  South  of  London 
there  was  a  tragedy  one  night.  A  young  married 
woman  quarrelled  with  her  husband,  and  made  a 
furious  attack  upon  him  with  the  poker.  They  had 
both  been  drinking  heavily  for  some  days,  and  at  the 
time  of  the  occurrence  they  were  hardly  responsible  for 
their  actions.  In  order  to  avoid  her  he  rushed  out  of 
the  room,  and  down  a  long  flight  of  stairs.  She 
followed,  but  pitched  headlong  down  the  stairs  and 
broke  her  neck.  This  man  and  woman  had  been  known 
as  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lindsay,  and  she  was  supposed  to  be 
an  actress.  It  came  out  in  the  evidence,  however,  when 
the  inquest  was  held,  that  the  man's  real  name  was 
Percy  Lammington.  His  wife  had  been  a  fourth-rate 
ballet  dancer  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  and  subsequently 
took  to  singing  in  low-class  music  halls.  But  she 
drank  so  that  she  could  never  keep  an  engagement,  and 
the  ill-sorted  pair  led  a  cat-and-dog  life.  They  had 
been  married  twelve  months,  during  which  it  was 
difficult  to  tell  how  they  had  lived.  Of  course, 
Lammington  was  acquitted  of  any  actual  complicity 
in  his  wife's  death.  It  can  well  be  conceived,  however, 
how  the  revelation  made  at  the  inquest  affected  his 
family.  Not  even  his  sister  knew  of  the  marriage,  nor 
of  the  wretched  and  debased  life  her  brother  was 
leading. 

The  effect  on  Mr.  Lammington  was  heartrending. 
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It  almost  seemed  for  a  time  as  if  he  would  lose  his 
reason.  He,  as  his  ancestors  had  heen,  was  very  proud 
of  the  family  name,  and  to  have  it  disgraced  thus  by 
an  ingrate  and  a  vagabond  was  terrible.  When  the  old 
man,  however,  had  cooled  down,  he  felt  that  something 
must  be  done  to  try  and  reclaim  his  shameless  son,  so 
he  went  up  to  London  to  see  him.  The  meeting 
between  them  was  very  painful,  at  least  it  was  for  Mr. 
Lammington,  but  it  is  said  that  Percy  showed  signs  of 
contrition,  and  declared  that  he  would  go  abroad  if  his 
father  would  give  him  an  outfit  and  some  money. 
This  his  father  consented  to  do,  and  he  arranged  to 
allow  him  a  small  quarterly  allowance,  besides  paying 
his  passage  to  America.  In  due  course  Percy  departed, 
and  for  a  year  or  more  nothing  was  heard  of  him.  At 
last  news  reached  his  family  that  he  was  undergoing  a 
term  of  imprisonment  in  "Washington  for  forgery. 

It  was  surely  excusable  if,  under  the  infliction  of  this 
new  disgrace,  his  parents  expressed  the  wish  that  he  were 
dead,  for  it  seemed  pretty  evident  now  that  he  was 
irreclaimable,  and  would  never  do  any  good  for  himself 
or  any  one  belonging  to  him.  About  six  months  later, 
towards  the  close  of  the  day,  to  the  surprise,  and  even 
horror,  of  all  the  family,  this  reprobate  son  presented 
himself  at  Sea  "Wash  Farm.  He  had  so  altered  that 
they  scarcely  knew  him.  His  hair  had  blanched,  his 
eyes  were  sunken,  his  face  haggard  and  pale,  and  he 
had  every  appearance  of  having  suffered  considerably. 

Mr.  Lammington's  first  impulse  was  to  turn  him 
from  the  door,  and  bid  him  sternly  never  to  darken  it 
again.  But  Bessie  came  to  his  aid.  After  all,  he  was 
her  brother,  and  blood  is  thicker  than  water.  She 
pleaded  for  him,  and  so  did  his  mother;  for  though  she 
had  been  very  angry  against  him,  his  obvious  misery 
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and  suffering  now  touched  her  maternal  heart,  so  she 
backed  up  Bessie's  earnest  prayer  to  her  father  that  he 
might  be  allowed  to  remain,  and  as  Percy  shed  copious 
tears  and  vowed  reformation,  the  much- tried  and  long- 
suffering  father  yielded,  and  he  consented  to  the  young 
man  remaining.  To  this  concession,  however,  a  condi- 
tion was  attached.  Percy  was  only  to  remain  for  a 
week  or  two  until  he  got  into  better  health,  and  his 
presence  there  was  to  be  kept  a  profound  secret.  At 
the  end  of  the  time  he  was  to  go  abroad  again,  and  his 
father  made  a  provisional  promise  that  he  would  once 
more,  but  for  the  last  time,  set  him  up  in  money  and 
clothes. 

For  three  weeks  Percy  seems  to  have  exhibited  a 
repentant  demeanour,  and  gave  the  most  abject  signs  of 
contrition.  His  sister  bestowed  upon  him  the  same 
affection  as  of  old,  and  prayed  with  him  and  for  him, 
and  exhorted  him  fervently  in  the  name  of  all  that  was 
sacred  to  desert  his  evil  ways,  and  try  by  a  future  life  of 
honesty  and  industry  to  blot  out  the  bitter  record  of  the 
past.  In  this  attempt  to  find  his  better  nature  she  Avas 
ably  seconded  by  her  mother,  and  hopes  began,  to  be 
entertained  that  the  prodigal  was  reclaimed.  But  as  it 
is  impossible  to  take  the  spots  off  the  leopard,  so  is  it 
impossible  to  soften  the  heart  that  is  thoroughly 
hardened  by  a  long  course  of  wickedness. 

One  morning  when  the  household  rose  Percy 
Lammington  had  disappeared.  He  had  got  away  some 
time  during  the  night,  and  in  addition  to  a  large  sum  of 
money,  he  carried  off  jewellery  of  various  kinds,  and  a 
number  of  antique  and  very  valuable  coins  and  rings, 
which  were  kept  in  a  cabinet  in  the  drawing-room. 

The  old  man  was  furious,  nor  was  it  to  be  wondered 
at,  and  his  wife  and  daughter  were  scarcely  less  angry. 
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Such  base  ingratitude  was  more  than  human  flesh  and 
blood  could  stand.  I  was  called  upon  the  scene  by 
the  outraged  father,  who  declared  he  would  be  pitiless, 
and  I  was  instructed  to  use  every  possible  means  to 
track  the  criminal  down. 

"  In  the  event  of  his  being  captured,"  exclaimed  the 
old  man,  "  his  villainous  record  shall  be  known  in  order 
that  he  may  receive  sentence  of  a  long  term  of  penal 
servitude,  and,  before  his  time  expires,  I  hope  that  (rod 
Almighty  will  see  fit  to  take  him.  It  is  a  hard  thing 
for  a  father  to  say  of  his  son,  but  this  villain  has 
turned  my  hair  grey  and  broken  my  heart.  "While  he 
lives  he  will  be  a  nightmare  to  me ;  his  death  alone  can 
release  me  from  the  incubus." 

I  could  hardly  help  indicating  that  I  was  in  accord 
with  the  sentiments  expressed.  At  the  same  time  I 
ventured  to  hint — from  what  they  told  me  of  Percy's 
career — that  he  was  probably  hardly  responsible  for  his 
actions,  and  in  reality  suffered  from  an  uncontrollable 
mania. 

The  old  man,  however,  would  not  assent  to  this,  and 
the  bitter  terms  in  which  he  sj)oke  of  him  showed  how 
thoroughly  turned  he  was  against  his  strangely  con- 
stituted son,  who,  he  avowed,  was  unlike  any  Lam- 
mington  who  had  ever  lived. 

"  You  must  run  him  down,  Donovan,"  were  Mr. 
Lammington's  parting  words  to  me ;  "  and  when  you 
have  got  him  I  will  strain  the  law  against  him  to  its 
fullest  possible  extent.  Inside  the  walls  of  a  gaol  is 
the  proper  place  for  him,  and  he  will  then  be  forgotten 
by  the  world." 

As  I  set  out  on  my  quest  I  could  not  restrain  a  feel- 
ing of  intense  sympathy  for  this  most  unhappy  father, 
whose  life  had  been  darkened  and  his  peace  on  earth 
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destroyed  by  a  son  whose  nature  was  so  vile  that  he 
was  repulsive.  As  for  his  reclamation,  I  did  not  think 
that  possible  after  this,  the  latest  exhibition  of  his 
ingratitude  and  baseness.  It  was,  therefore,  better,  as 
the  father  had  said,  that  he  should  become  dead  to  the 
world  by  being  immured  between  prison  walls. 

I  found  that  he  had  proceeded  to  Berwick  Station, 
and  there  got  an  early  train,  which  only  went  as  far  as 
Newcastle.  Of  course,  there  was  nothing  whatever  to 
determine  whether  he  intended  to  remain  in  Newcastle 
or  go  on.  My  own  feeling  was  that  his  destination 
was  London.  His  profligate  career  had  practically 
commenced  in  London,  and  the  Metropolis  seemed  to 
have  a  fascination  for  him.  My  first  stage,  however, 
was  Newcastle ;  and,  arrived  there,  I  prosecuted  my 
inquiries.  As  every  one  knows,  Newcastle  is  a  large 
place,  and  to  search  for  any  particular  individual  in 
the  town,  unless  you  have  some  clue  to  go  upon,  is 
like  looking  for  a  mustard  seed  in  a  haystack.  Bat  I 
did  not  despair,  and  I  went  to  work  resolutely.  For- 
tune favoured  me  in  a  strange  way. 

There  had  been  a  row  in  the  station  soon  after  the 
arrival  of  the  Edinburgh  train  on  the  morning  of 
Percy's  departure.  That  train  was  the  train  he  travelled 
by.  Some  cardsharpers  had  also  travelled  by  it,  and  a 
young  man  complained  to  the  inspector  that  they  had 
robbed  him.  In  turn,  they  accused  the  young  man  of 
trving  to  rob  them,  and  denounced  him  as  a  professional 
thief,  whereupon  there  was  a  great  row,  and  a  free 
fight  was  only  prevented  by  the  tact  of  the  officials, 
who  seemed  to  incline  to  the  belief  that  if  there  was  a 
victim  at  all  in  the  case,  it  was  the  young  man.  His 
description  in  every  way  answered  that  of  Percy 
Lammington,    and   it   was    ascertained    that   he    had 
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travelled  from  Berwick.  As  they  were  informed  that  the 
cardsharpers  had  threatened  to  do  him  bodily  injury, 
the  inspector  deemed  it  prudent  to  retain  him,  as  he 
seemed  rather  strange  in  his  manner.  He  could  not 
make  up  his  mind  where  he  would  go  to,  but  at  noon, 
as  there  happened  to  be  a  train  going  on  to  Sunderland, 
he  decided  to  go  there,  and  thither  I  went  also.  It 
happened  to  be  Saturday  when  I  arrived,  and  once 
more  chance  favoured  me  in  a  very  peculiar  way. 

I  put  myself  in  communication  with  the  local  police, 
who  promised  to  aid  me  all  they  could,  and  about  eleven 
o'clock  that  night  I  received  information  that  a  man 
had  been  brought  into  one  of  the  stations  in  a  state  of 
absolute  unconsciousness  through  drink.  His  descrip- 
tion answered  the  man  I  was  seeking  ;  moreover,  a 
considerable  amount  of  jewellery  was  found  on  his 
person,  together  with  some  antique  coins,  which  left  no 
doubt  as  to  his  identity.  I  went  down  to  the  station  at 
once,  and  recognized  in  the  unconscious  man  the 
undutiful  son,  Percy  Lammington. 

Of  course,  being  Saturday  night,  nothing  could  be 
done,  and  he  was  left  to  sleep  off  the  effects  of  his 
carouse,  all  unconscious  of  the  fate  in  store  for  him. 
In  the  meantime  I  telegraphed  to  Mr.  Lammington ; 
for,  knowing  how  he  and  his  family  had  suffered 
through  this  dreadful  reprobate,  I  thought  that,  having 
cooled  down,  possibly  he  would  prefer  to  send  the 
fellow  out  of  the  country  rather  than  endure  the  pain- 
ful publicity  that  would  necessarily  be  given  to  the 
pitiable  story.  But  the  old  man  was  evidently  in- 
flexible, for  he  telegraphed  back  that  there  would  be  no 
leniency  shown,  and  that  he  would  be  in  Sunderland  on 
Monday  morning. 

Accordingly,    when     Monday    morning  came,    Mr. 
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Lammington  arrived,  identified  his  son,  and  duly 
charged  him  with  the  theft.  Percy  Lammington,  when 
he  realized  the  situation,  became  sullen  and  wolfish- 
looking,  and  when  confronted  with  his  father  he  said 
menacingly — 

"  Don't  appear  against  me.  Take  my  advice  and 
don't,  or  if  you  do  it  will  cost  you  dear." 

This  threat,  as  wa3  only  natural,  irritated  Mr. 
Lammington  still  more,  and  strengthened  his  resolve  to 
go  on  with  the  prosecution,  so  the  wretched  young  man 
was  brought  up  before  the  magistrate,  and  remanded. 
Subsequently  he  was  removed  to  Berwick,  and  from 
thence  committed  to  the  Assizes  at  Carlisle,  where  he 
was  tried,  and  in  view  of  his  black  record  and  the  bad 
character  his  unhappy  father  gave  him,  he  was  sentenced 
to  ten  years'  penal  servitude.  As  he  was  leaving  the 
dock  he  looked  to  where  his  grey-headed  parent  was 
seated,  and,  shaking  his  fist  at  him,  murmured — 

"  This  seals  your  death-doom." 

No  notice  was  taken  of  the  threat,  and  every  one 
who  knew  the  heartrending  story  sympathized  with 
poor  Mr.  Lammington,  and  congratulated  him  on  being 
rid  of  so  unnatural  a  son. 

Two  years  passed,  and  it  was  known  to  the  family 
that  Percy  had  shown  signs  of  dementia  soon  after  his 
conviction,  and  that  it  had  been  necessary  to  remove  him 
to  a  lunatic  asylum,  where  his  madness  became  so 
acute  that  he  had  to  be  confined  in  a  strait  jacket, 
and  kept  in  a  padded  room.  Six  or  seven  months  later 
the  acute  stage  seemed  to  abate ;  but  his  one  uttered 
thought,  his  one  dream,  was  to  be  "  revenged  "  on  his 
father,  as  he  expressed  it.  Very  frequently  he  would 
pause  in  whatever  he  was  doing,  and  into  his  haggard, 
wild-looking  face  would  come  an  expression  of  ferocity, 
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and,  raising  both  hands  towards  heaven,  he  would  vow  a 
vow  that  he  would  kill  his  father.  Sometimes  he  got 
so  excited  that  he  would  have  a  fit,  and  when  he  was 
restored  he  would  lie  on  a  bed  helpless  for  a  day  or 
two. 

It  was  a  terribly  sad  case — a  case  that  wrung  the 
heart  of  all  who  knew  the  story  of  the  wretched  being's 
life.  Of  course,  no  one  ever  dreamed  for  a  moment 
that  he  would  ever  have  the  chance  of  putting  his 
horrible  threat  into  execution.  On  the  other  hand,  no 
one  doubted  that  if  by  any  possible  means  the  chance 
did  arise,  the  threat  would  be  carried  out,  and  amongst 
his  many  other  crimes  he  would  number  that  of 
parricide. 

One  day  he  was  suddenly  missed.  He  had  been 
digging  up  potatoes  in  a  patch  of  ground  in  company 
with  a  fellow-sufferer,  and  both  of  them  were  under  the 
eye  of  a  warder.  The  warder  had  occasion  to  go  away 
for  a  few  minutes,  and  when  he  came  back  Lammington 
was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  A  search  was  made,  but  he 
was  not  discovered,  and  it  became  only  too  evident  he 
had  effected  his  escape,  and  the  means  he  had  adopted 
were  soon  made  evident.  He  had  climbed  a  large  tree 
that  grew  against  a  wall  fifteen  feet  high.  From  the 
extreme  end  of  a  branch  of  the  tree  he  had  made  a  most 
daring  leap  on  to  the  top  of  the  wall.  Thence  he  had 
dropped  into  a  ditch  on  the  other  side,  his  footmarks 
being  plainly  visible.  He  must  also  have  injured 
himself,  for  there  were  marks  of  blood  on  the  ground. 
From  that  ditch  all  traces  of  him  were  lost,  and  the 
attendants,  bearing  in  mind  his  oft-repeated  threat, 
deemed  it  wise  to  put  Mr.  Lammington  on  his  guard, 
and  they  telegraphed  to  him.  On  receipt  of  that 
telegram  he  at  once  telegraphed  on  to  me  at  Edinburgh, 
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and  I  lost  no  time  in  going  down.  By  the  time  I  had 
arrived  they  had  received  a  letter  containing  further 
particulars,  and  cautioning  him  that  it  was  necessary  to 
be  on  his  guard,  for  the  lunatic  was  likely  to  seek 
means  to  gratify  his  mania. 

It  can  easily  be  imagined  the  distressed  state  in 
which  all  the  members  of  the  family  were,  and  Bessie 
and  Mrs.  Lammington  urged  me  to  set  off  at  once  and 
endeavour  to  track  the  madman  down.  In  reply,  I 
expressed  an  opinion  that  I  was  far  better  where  I 
was. 

For  two  nights  I  kept  watch  and  ward  outside  the 
house.  On  the  third,  about  one  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
I  saw  a  figure  steal  up  from  a  copse,  and  prowl  round 
the  house,  examining  the  windows  and  doors.  I  had 
no  difficulty  in  recognizing  Percy.  There  was  a  good 
deal  of  light  from  the  veiled  moon,  the  night  being 
cloudy,  but  the  moon  was  nearly  at  its  full,  and  the 
wretched  man  as  he  slunk  round  looked  ghastly  and 
weird.  He  did  not  see  me,  for  I  was  in  concealment, 
and  presently  he  crept  away  to  a  large  haystack  about 
twenty  yards  off.  Then  very  cautiously  I  made  my 
way  to  the  men's  quarters,  and  aroused  them,  asking 
them  to  place  themselves  under  my  guidance.  Then, 
with  the  utmost  circumspection,  we  spread  ourselves 
out  in  what  might  roughly  be  described  as  a  circle,  that 
gradually  contracted  and  decreased  in  circumference 
until  we  were  close  on  the  haystack,  when,  at  a  signal 
from  me,  a  rush  was  made.  At  first  we  saw  nothing  of 
the  madman,  but  presently  I  detected  that  the  hay  had 
been  disturbed  near  one  corner  of  the  stack,  and  I  found 
that  he  had  scooped  out  a  large  hollow,  into  which  he 
had  crept,  and  there  we  found  him  coiled  up  and  asleep. 
Before   he  was  able  to  offer  any  resistance,  we  had 
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seized  and  bound  him,  but  when  he  did  realize  that  he 
was  captured  his  fury  was  indescribable,  and  six  strong 
men  found  a  difficulty  in  holding  him  down. 

On  his  person  was  found  an  ordinary  table-knife,  but 
the  blade  had  been  ground  down  until  it  resembled  a 
dagger,  and  round  the  sharpened  edge  and  point  he 
had  wound  a  long  strip  of  his  shirt  in  order  that  he 
might  suffer  no  injury  himself  from  the  weapon.  As 
soon  as  possible,  news  of  his  capture  was  telegraphed  to 
the  authorities,  and  he  was  conveyed  back  to  his  place 
of  detention.  He  had  been  foiled  in  Lis  diabolical 
attempt  to  commit  murder,  and  when  his  paroxysm  of 
rage  had  passed  he  fell  into  a  pitiably  weak  condition, 
and  his  brain  seemed  to  be  entirely  shattered.  In  this 
condition  he  lingered  for  about  three  months,  and  then 
the  Angel  of  Death  mercifully  closed  his  earthly  record, 
much  to  the  relief  of  his  long-suffering  family. 
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Those  who  are  old  enough  to  carry  their  memories 
back  for  about  a  quarter  of  a  century  will  remember 
the  sensation  that  was  caused  in  Glasgow,  and,  indeed, 
all  over  the  country,  by  the  discovery  of  the  body 
of  a  young  woman  in  a  cask  that  had  been  lying  at  one 
of  the  railway  stations.  The  cask  had  been  received  a 
day  or  two  before,  and  was  consigned  to  "  Messrs. 
Lidwell  &  Tonkins,  Liverpool.  To  be  kept  till  called 
for."  The  cask  was  about  to  be  placed  upon  a  truck 
with  other  goods  that  were  to  be  sent  on  that  night  to 
the  south,  when  something  arrested  the  attention  of  one 
of  the  workmen,  who,  having  satisfied  himself  that  the 
cask  was  not  filled  with  legitimate  merchandise,  reported 
his  suspicions  to  the  inspector  of  the  goods  depot,  who, 
after  consulting  with  his  superior,  ordered  the  cask  to 
be  opened.  Then,  to  the  amazement  and  horror  of 
every  one  around,  it  was  seen  that  a  human  body  had 
been  pressed  into  the  cask,  and  the  interstices  had  then 
been  filled  up  with  sawdust. 

As  the  railway  company  was  not  in  the  habit  of 
receiving  such  ghastly  consignments  as  this,  and  as  it 
seemed  clear  that  there  was  matter  for  police  inquiry, 
no  time  was  lost  in  sending  information  to  the  chief 
office,  and  I  was  at  once  instructed  to  go  down  to  the 
railway  station  and  make  all  the  necessary  inquiries, 
with  a  view  to  elucidating  the  mystery.  On  making 
inquiries  I  found  that  the  top  of  the  cask  only  had  been 
removed,  and  this  revealed  the  crown  of  a  human  head — 
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a  woman's,  obviously,  by  the  hair  ;  and  so,  before  pro- 
ceeding to  disturb  the  contents  of  the  cask  any  further, 
I  sent  for  the  police  surgeon,  who  lost  no  time  in  attend- 
ing. Then  we  had  the  sawdust  carefully  removed,  and 
we  brought  to  light  the  trunk  of  a  woman  apparently 
about  thirty  years  of  age.  The  body  was  not  entire,  as 
the  legs  had  been  cut  off  from  above  the  knees.  The 
severance  of  the  limbs  showed  considerable  skill,  the 
flesh  having  been  cleanly  cut,  and  the  bones  then  sawn 
through.  Nevertheless,  it  was  pretty  clear  that  the 
operator  had  been  an  amateur  in  the  art  of  anatomy, 
though  as  an  amateur  he  had  done  very  well.  The 
limbs  had  evidently  been  taken  off,  in  order  to  get 
the  trunk  into  the  cask,  and  as  they  were  not  there 
with  the  body  they  must  have  been  got  rid  of  in  some 
other  way. 

An  examination  of  the  remains  revealed  that  the  poor 
creature  had  died  of  suffocation,  probably  by  having 
something  held  over  the  mouth  and  nostrils.  The 
autopsy  also  made  it  plain  that  the  woman  had  drunk 
pretty  heavily,  and  the  theory  set  up  was  that  she  had 
been  suffocated  while  in  a  drunken  sleep. 

It  now  seemed  clear  that  we  had  a  case  of  mysterious 
murder  to  deal  with,  and  I  at  once  set  to  work  to  try 
and  bring  all  the  facts  to  light.  As  there  was  not  a 
vestige  of  clothing  on  the  body,  we  had  nothing  likely 
to  give  us  a  clue  in  that  respect.  The  hands  furnished 
evidence  that  the  murdered  woman  had  belonged  to  the 
working  class,  for  they  were  rough  and  horny ;  but  she 
had  been  in  possession  of  fairly  good  looks.  Her  hair, 
somewhat  scant,  was  reddish,  the  eyes  blue,  and  the 
mouth  rather  well  shaped,  though  the  teeth  were  irregu- 
lar. She  had  also  worn  earrings,  as  the  marks  were 
there,  as  well  as  a  ring  on  the  wedding  finger,  also 
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evidenced  by  the  mark,  though  it  is,  perhaps,  needless 
to  say  the  articles  of  jewellery  were  missing. 

The  cask  containing  these  remains  of  poor  mortality 
had  been  received  two  days  previous  to  the  discovery, 
and  had  been  brought  to  the  station  by  a  man,  who  had 
wheeled  it  on  a  handcart,  and  stated  he  was  in  the  em- 
ploy of  a  Mr.  Johnston,  a  plaster  of  Paris  mould-maker, 
who  carried  on  his  business  in  the  south  side  of  the 
town,  and  he  described  the  cask  as  being  filled  with 
plaster  moulds.  Having  prepaid  the  carriage  to  Liver- 
pool, and  got  a  receipt  for  his  money,  he  went  his  way, 
and  so  far  all  trace  of  him  was  lost. 

It  is,  perhaps,  hardly  necessary  to  state  that  no  such 
firm  as  "  Lidwell  &  Tonkins,"  of  Liverpool,  was  in  exis- 
tence ;  but,  strangely  enough,  a  Mr.  Johnston  was  dis- 
covered, who  carried  on  the  business  of  a  plaster 
mould-maker,  and  he  was  very  much  shocked  when  he 
heard  that  his  name  had  been  associated  with  the 
ghastly  business.  Of  course,  it  became  necessary  to 
make  some  inquiries  about  him,  but  it  was  established 
beyond  doubt  that  he  was  a  highly  respectable  man,  and 
knew  nothing  whatever  about  the  cask  and  its  grim  con- 
tents. The  fact  of  his  name  having  been  mentioned, 
however,  seemed  to  me  to  be  likely  to  lead  to  a  clue 
being  obtained ;  for  it  was  certainly  remarkable  that  his 
name  should  have  been  used,  and  it  suggested  that  the 
criminal  knew  him,  and  had  probably  been  in  his  employ 
at  one  time.  However,  all  inquiry  failed  to  bring  forth 
any  fact  that  would  establish  this.  Nevertheless,  I 
could  not  divest  my  mind  of  the  idea  that  the  using  of 
Mr.  Johnston's  name  had  not  been  done  merely  at  ran- 
dom, but  resulted  from  some  knowledge  of  Johnston  on 
the  part  of  the  criminal.  I  therefore  pursued  my  inves- 
tigations on  that  assumption,  and  personally  interviewed 
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every  soul  in  Johnston's  service.  Amongst  them  was  a 
young  woman  known  as  Alice  Graham.  She  was 
ahout  twenty,  and  had  "been  in  his  employ  from  the 
time  she  was  ten  years  old.  It  came  out  in  the  course 
of  an  inquiry  I  had  with  her  that  her  father  had 
followed  the  occupation  of  a  sailor,  and  was  supposed 
to  have  been  lost  at  sea.  She  was  then  a  little  girl,  and 
soon  afterwards  her  mother  left  her  and  a  younger 
brother  to  the  tender  mercies  of  the  world.  They  were, 
however,  taken  care  of  by  an  aunt,  though  soon  after- 
wards her  brother  died. 

For  some  years  Alice  heard  nothing  of  her  mother, 
but  one  day  a  letter  was  brought  to  her  by  a  man  who 
waited  for  an  answer.  The  letter  was  from  her  mother, 
though  it  gave  no  address.  It  stated  that  the  writer 
was  very  ill,  and  in  a  dreadful  state  of  poverty,  and  she 
begged  her  daughter  to  send  her  some  money.  The 
poor  girl  by  hard  scraping  and  a  rigid  practising  of  self- 
denial  had  saved  a  matter  of  ten  pounds,  and  she  was 
weak  enough  to  go  home,  get  five  pounds  of  her  hard- 
earned  savings,  and  entrust  the  amount  to  the  man  for 
delivery  to  her  mother.  She  expressed  a  wish  to  see  her 
mother,  and  the  man  promised  that  he  would  return  and 
take  her  to  see  her,  but,  of  course,  he  never  came  back 
again. 

Now,  these  incidents  were  common  enough  under 
ordinary  circumstances,  and  might  be  said  to  represent 
an  every-day  story ;  but  to  me  they  had  a  significance 
that  I  could  not  ignore,  and  the  more  I  pondered  over 
them,  the  more  I  seemed  to  discern  in  them  the  thread 
of  a  clue  that  would  ultimately  lead  to  the  unravelling 
of  the  mystery. 

I  questioned  Alice  closely  as  to  what  she  remembered 
of  her  mother,  and  her  memory  was  a  blank  on  the 
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subject,  for  she  was  so  young  when  the  mother  went 
away  ;  but  when  I  came  to  inquire  about  the  man,  she 
gave  proof  that  she  had  shrewd  powers  of  observation, 
for  she  was  enabled  to  describe  him  to  me  as  a  short, 
thick-set  man,  who  had  the  look  of  a  foreigner.  He 
was  swarthy  of  complexion,  had  intensely  dark  eyes  and 
hair,  and  a  black  moustache  and  beard  ;  and,  what  was 
of  great  importance  to  me,  she  spoke  to  his  wearing 
small  rings  in  his  ears.  He  had  big,  strong-looking 
hands,  and  wore  three  or  four  "  brass  rings  "  on  his 
fingers.  I  asked  her  why  she  concluded  they  were  brass 
rings,  and  her  answer  was  she  was  sure  they  were  not 
gold,  because  they  didn't  look  like  it.  This  was  not  a 
very  substantial  reason,  nor  was  the  matter  of  much 
consequence,  but  I  mention  it  as  illustrating  her  powers 
of  observation. 

It  will  be  seen  from  the  descriptive  portrait  she  drew 
out  of  the  man  that  he  represented  a  somewhat  con- 
spicuous type  in  that  part  of  the  country,  and  I  resolved, 
if  it  were  at  all  possible,  to  find  him  out ;  for  though 
there  was  the  possibility,  even  probability,  that  I  was 
on  the  wrong  track,  it  was  equally  possible  I  was  on  the 
right  one,  and  it  was  highly  important  that  no  chance 
should  be  lost. 

The  fact  of  the  man  wearing  earrings  suggested  very 
strongly  that  Alice  Graham  was  right  when  she  said 
that  he  was  likely  enough  a  foreigner ;  and  on  the 
assumption  that  he  was  an  alien,  I  conducted  my  in- 
vestigations in  quarters  where  T  was  likely  to  hear 
something  about  the  fellow  I  wanted.  At  first  I  did 
not  meet  with  much  to  encourage  me,  until  one  night  I 
was  at  one  of  the  music  halls  of  the  great  city.  Business 
had  taken  me  there,  as  I  was  on  the  look-out  for  a 
noted    pickpocket,  and  I    had    reason    to    think    he 
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frequented  that  hall.  During  the  evening  a  topical 
song  was  sung  on  the  stage,  and  in  it  the  singer  made 
allusion  to  the  crime  that  had  caused  so  much  sensation, 
and  ahout  which  every  one  was  talking.  At  its  con- 
clusion I  heard  a  woman,  who  was  sitting  amongst  the 
audience,  remark  in  Italian  to  another  woman — 

"  The  police  will  have  pretty  hard  work  now  to 
catch  the  criminal,  I  should  think;  for,  unless  he's  a 
fool,  he  will  have  made  good  his  escape  long  before 
this." 

A  little  while  later  I  got  into  conversation  with  these 
women,  and  talking  to  them  in  Italian  I  alluded  to  the 
crime  that  had  made  so  much  stir.  I  found  that  they 
had  been  long  in  residence  in  the  town ;  one  kept  a 
small  confectioner's  shop,  and  the  other  sold  plaster 
casts.  They  did  not  know  me,  and  being  glad  to  meet 
with  some  one  who  spoke  their  language,  they  chatted 
very  freely,  and  presently  I  drew  a  word  portrait  of  the 
man  who  had  gone  to  Alice  Graham  for  the  money,  and 
then  I  inquired  if  they  had  ever  known  any  one  who 
would  answer  to  that  description.  At  first  they  looked  at 
each  other  in  a  surprised  sort  of  way,  and  presently 
one  said  to  her  neighbour — 

"  Why,  that  is  like  Ferdinand  Gonzales." 

"  "Who  is  Ferdinand  Gronzales  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Well,  he  is  a  Portuguese,  but  he  was  born  in 
Liverpool." 

"  Does  he  live  in  Glasgow  ?  " 

"  He  did." 

"  But  doesn't  now  ?  "  I  suggested,  as  sbe  spoke  in  the 
past  tense. 

"  Upon  my  word  I  don't  know,"  answered  the 
woman.     "  I  haven't  seen  him  for  a  long  time." 

"  Are  you  interested  in  him  ?  " 
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"  Not  a  bit ;  except  that  he  once  borrowed  a  shilling 
from  me  and  never  paid  me  back." 

"  "Was  he  well  known  as  Ferdinand  Gonzales  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no ;  he  was  always  called  Billy  the  Bag- 
man." 

"  Indeed  !  "  I  exclaimed,  feeling  as  if  the  scent  was 
getting  warm,  for  the  fact  of  the  women  recognizing 
the  portrait  I  had  sketched  in  words,  and  of  the  man 
being  a  foreigner,  though  a  naturalized  Englishman, 
seemed  clearly  suggestive  that  I  had  struck  a  trail 
which  might  lead  to  important  results.  "  Why  was  he 
called  Billy  the  Bagman  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"  Well,  he  was  a  sort  of  hawker,  you  know." 

"  What  did  he  hawk  ?  " 

"  Anything  that  he  could  sell." 

"  Do  you  know  whether  he  was  married  ?  " 

The  question  caused  the  women  to  laugh  in  a 
significant  way,  and  one  answered  me  thus — 

"  I  should  think  Billy  had  as  many  wives  as  he  had 
fingers  and  toes." 

"  But  you  know  nothing  for  certain  about  his  domestic 
affairs  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Did  he  travel  about  the  country  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  he  was  always  on  the  move." 

"  How  long  is  it  since  you  saw  him  ?  " 

"  Well,  let  me  see  now.  I  should  say  it  was  nearly 
six  months." 

"  Did  he  make  Glasgow  his  home  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  as  far  as  I  know,  he  did." 

"Do  you  know  where  he  used  to  stay  ? " 

"  Yes ;  well — that  is,  I  knew  where  he  stayed  at  one 
time." 

"  Where  was  that  ?  " 
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"  Do  you  know  Anderston's  Quay  ?  " 

"  I  do." 

"  Very  well.  There  is  a  street  called  Cheapside 
Street  runs  away  up  from  it." 

"  There  is,"  I  remarked. 

"  And  in  it  is  Mulready's  lodging-house,  and  Billy 
used  to  stay  there." 

"  Now,  can  you  give  me  one  other  piece  of  informa- 
tion ?  "  I  said.  "  Can  you  tell  me  if  Billy  the  Bagman 
wore  earrings  when  you  knew  him  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  am  sure  he  did,"  was  the  answer. 

This  was  a  valuable  link  of  evidence,  and  I  had  a 
strong  feeling  that  at  last  I  had  got  a  clue,  and  in  a 
strange  and  unexpected  manner ;  for  had  I  not  been  at 
the  music  hall,  and  had  an  allusion  to  the  murder  not 
been  made  by  the  singer  of  the  topical  song,  which 
led  to  the  remark  on  the  part  of  the  Italian  woman, 
I  should  never  have  gained  the  information  I  had 
done. 

Having  thanked  the  women,  I  withdrew,  acquainting 
myself  first  of  all  with  their  addresses  in  case  I  might 
wish  to  interview  them  again. 

Of  course  I  did  not  ignore  that  there  were  chances 
against  Billy  the  Bagman  being  the  murderer  of 
the  woman  found  in  the  cask  at  the  railway  station. 
But,  on  the  other  hand,  it  seemed  extremely  probable 
that  he  was,  for  such  a  concatenation  of  coincidences 
was  not  likely  to  occur  in  connection  with  one  person. 
And  the  facts  I  had  to  deal  with  were  these.  The 
person  who  left  the  cask  at  the  station  said  that  he 
came  from  Johnston's,  the  plaster  of  Paris  mould-maker. 
The  trade  followed  by  Johnston  was  not  an  ordinary 
one,  and  it  was  very  remarkable  that  he  should  have 
been  singled  out,  unless  the  guilty  person  had  some 
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knowledge  of  him.  What  was  that  knowledge,  and 
how  was  it  derived  ?  No  one  answering  the  description 
of  Billy  had  ever  been  in  Johnston's  employ,  so  that 
his  knowledge  was  not  a  personal  one,  and  was  there- 
fore derived  from  somebody  else.  "Was  it  not  highly 
probable  that  the  somebody  else  was  Alice  Graham's 
mother  ?  The  mother  was  aware,  no  doubt,  that  her 
daughter  was  employed  at  Johnston's  works,  and  she 
gave  the  information  to  Billy.  Subsequently  she 
voluntarily,  or  else  perhaps  coerced  by  him  to  do  so, 
wrote  a  note  to  her  daughter  begging  for  money,  and 
that  note  was  conveyed  to  the  girl  by  a  foreign-looking 
man  who  wore  earrings.  Now,  I  had  learned  that  a 
man  answering  the  description  in  every  way  was 
known  to  some  Italian  women  in  the  town  as  a 
Portuguese,  named  Ferdinand  Gonzales,  born  in 
Liverpool,  and  familiarly  known  as  Billy  the  Bagman. 
Following  out  the  argument,  therefore,  to  its  logical 
conclusion,  was  it  not  reasonable  to  suppose  that  the 
man  who  wheeled  the  cask  to  the  station  was  Billy  the 
Bagman,  that  his  knowledge  of  Johnston's  works  was 
derived  from  hio  connection  with  the  mother  of  Alice 
Graham,  and  that  he  had  used  the  name  of  Johnston 
to  give  a  plausible  reason  for  his  sending  off  the  cask  ? 
It  was  beyond  all  doubt  that  the  person  who  took  the 
cask  to  the  station  and  left  it  there  was  well  aware  of 
its  contents,  and  in  saying  it  contained  plaster  of  Paris 
moulds  from  Johnston's  works,  he  was  desirous  that  no 
suspicion  should  be  raised.  The  doctor  who  examined 
the  body  of  the  woman  said  that  she  had  been  dead 
about  three  days,  consequently  she  had  not  long  been 
dead  when  placed  in  the  cask.  Now,  if  the  discovery 
had  not  been  made  in  Glasgow,  but  the  package  had 
been   sent   on   to   Liverpool,  many   days   might  have 


138  SUSPICION  AROUSED. 

passed  before  the  truth  as  to  the  contents  of  the  cask 
became  known,  and  on  this  the  criminal  had  no  doubt 
relied,  and  laid  his  plans  of  escape  accordingly.  Cal- 
culating probably  on  having  a  full  week  to  get  clear, 
and  as  he  was  a  foreigner,  it  was  likely  he  had  gone 
out  of  the  country  altogether. 

After  my  conversation  with  the  Italian  women  at 
the  music  hall,  I  had  another  interview  with  Alice 
Graham,  and  questioned  her  about  the  letter.  She 
said  it  was  fairly  well  written,  and  on  my  asking 
if  her  mother  could  write,  she  replied  that  she  believed 
she  was  a  very  good  writer.  The  girl  had  kept  the 
letter  for  some  time,  but  at  last  had  either  destroyed  or 
lost  it.  By  comparing  the  respective  dates  of  Alice 
receiving  the  letter  and  the  commission  of  the  crime,  I 
found  that  there  was  an  interval  of  six  months. 

My  next  step  was  to  go  to  Mulready's  lodging-house. 
Mulready  was  an  Irishman,  and  had  kept  the  place  for 
a  number  of  years.  There  was  nothing  against  him  in 
the  police  records,  and,  considering  the  rough  class  of 
customers  he  had  to  do  with,  his  house  was  considered 
to  be  conducted  in  a  respectable  way.  He  remembered 
Billy  the  Bagman  very  well,  and  he  spoke  of  him  as  a 
very  reticent  and  sullen  sort  of  man.  He  travelled  about 
the  country  buying  and  selling  anything  by  which  he 
could  make  money.  On  and  off  he  had  stayed  at 
Mulready's  house  for  a  considerable  time,  but  he  never 
talked  about  his  affairs  in  any  way.  He  was  given  to 
drink,  though  when  in  his  cups  he  was  usually  very 
jolly  and  good-tempered,  and  fond  of  practical  jokes. 
Although  very  foreign  in  his  looks  and  general 
appearance,  and  though  he  rather  affected  a  foreign 
style  of  dress,  he  was  not,  in  other  respects,  foreign  in 
his  tastes  and  habits,  and,  of   course,   spoke   English 
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fluently,  but  with  a  suspicion  of  an  accent,  which,  no 
doubt,  he  had  acquired  from  his  parents. 

On  one  occasion  he  came  to  Mulready's  in  company 
with  a  woman,  and  the  description  Mulready  gave  of 
that  woman  tallied  with  the  remains  found  in  the  cask. 
The  couple  only  stayed  at  the  lodging-house  two  days, 
and  then  left,  and  Mulready  understood  that  they  were 
going  to  Liverpool.  That  was  about  five  months 
before  the  murder,  and  Mulready  never  saw  them 
again. 

So  far,  then,  as  I  had  proceeded  in  the  disentangle- 
ment of  the  threads  of  this  strange  case,  it  seemed 
placed  beyond  question  that  Ferdinand  Gonzales,  alias 
Billy  the  Bagman,  was  the  murderer,  and  almost 
equally  certain  that  the  murdered  woman  was  Alice 
Graham's  mother.  That  they  did  not  leave  Glasgow 
and  go  to  Liverpool,  as  they  gave  Mulready  to  under- 
stand they  intended  to  do,  was  evident,  unless  they 
went  and  came  back  again,  for  there  was  the  fact  that 
the  crime  had  been  committed  in  Glasgow ;  and  the 
task  that  lay  before  me  was  to  find  out  where  it  had 
been  committed,  where  the  murderer  had  gone  to,  and, 
if  possible,  lay  my  hands  upon  him,  in  order  that  he 
might  be  brought  before  a  legal  tribunal,  and  there 
answer  for  his  wickedness.  Although  I  deemed  it 
highly  probable  I  should  discover  the  place  of  the 
crime,  I  was  not  so  sanguine  about  arresting  Billy,  for 
he  had  got  a  good  start,  and  if  he  had  availed  himself 
of  his  opportunities  he  had  probably  reached  a  safe 
hiding-place,  and  whether  I  should  succeed  in  dragging 
him  forth  remained  to  be  proved. 

It  goes,  of  course,  without  saying  that  I  lost  no  time 
in  circulating  a  full  description  of  Billy  the  Bagman  all 
over  the  country,  and  took  such  other  means  as  were 
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open  to  me  to  prevent  him  leaving  the  country,  if  he 
had  not  already  done  so.  But  I  confess  that  I  was  not 
very  sanguine  at  that  time  of  arresting  him,  though,  on 
the  other  hand,  unless  he  was  well  supplied  with  money, 
which  was  doubtful,  he  might  not  only  be  unable  but 
reluctant  to  go  away.  However,  that  was  a  question 
for  the  future  to  decide,  and  in  the  meantime  I  con- 
cerned myself  in  endeavouring  to  bring  to  light  the 
details  of  the  murder,  and  with  this  end  in  view  I  went 
to  Liverpool  in  the  belief  that,  firstly,  as  Gonzales  had 
told  Mulready  that  he  was  going  to  Liverpool,  and 
secondly,  as  he  had  consigned  the  cask  to  Liverpool,  it 
was  quite  within  the  bounds  of  probability  that  he 
might  have  some  connections  there,  especially  as  it  was 
his  native  town. 

Of  course,  if  this  was  so,  it  would  argue  almost  an 
incredible  amount  of  stupidity  on  the  fellow's  part ;  but 
as  I  have  urged  over  and  over  again,  the  detective  who 
wishes  to  succeed  in  his  calling  must  never  forget  that 
the  cleverest  of  criminals  generally  betray  themselves 
by  some  act  that  would  almost  disgrace  a  schoolboy. 
Probably  Gronzales  having  an  intimate  acquaintance 
with  Liverpool,  it  was  the  first  place  that  suggested 
itself  to  him  to  consign  the  cask  to,  and  he  never 
paused  to  think  that  by  so  doing  it  would  put  the  police 
on  his  scent.  Liverpool  is  a  large  place  in  which  to 
have  to  search  for  a  man  whose  life  depends  on  his 
hiding  away.  Nevertheless  I  was  not  discouraged  ;  and 
being  well  acquainted  with  the  great  shipping  town,  I 
knew  the  likeliest  quarters  in  which  to  direct  my 
inquiries. 

Billy  being  a  hawker,  it  was  feasible  to  suppose  that 
he  would  frequent  the  haunts  of  hawkers,  on  the 
principle  that   birds  of  a  feather  flock  together.      I 
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therefore  wended  my  way  to  a  notorious  quarter,  not 
very  far  from  Scotland  Eoad.  This  region  has  for 
very  many  years  borne  a  most  unenviable  reputation 
as  the  haunt  of  vice  and  crime.  I  ought  perhaps  rather  to 
speak  in  the  past  tense,  because  since  the  day  I  wrote 
Scotland  Eoad  and  all  the  slums  connected  with  it  have 
been  very  much  improved.  There  is  a  better  police 
supervision,  and  a  good  many  of  the  nests  of  human 
vermin  have  been  entirely  cleared  away.  But  even  now 
Scotland  Eoad,  on  a  Saturday  night  particularly,  is  a 
place  to  be  remembered. 

In  penetrating  into  the  dark  places  of  this  pestilential 
Alsatia  I  did  not  suppose  I  should  find  Billy  himself. 
Stupid  I  believed  him  to  be,  and  stupid  he  no  doubt 
was,  but  it  was  hardly  likely  he  would  be  so  idiotic  as  to 
seek  shelter  there  when  the  hue  and  cry  was  so  hot ; 
for  he  must  have  known  that  Scotland  Eoad  and  its 
neighbourhood  was  jealously  watched  by  the  police, 
and  his  description  was  so  well  circulated  that  he  could 
hardly  have  hoped  to  escape  one  of  the  Argus  eyes  that 
were  constantly  turned  on  that  particular  part  of  the 
town.  But  what  I  did  think  was  that  I  might  strike  a 
trail,  that  is,  gather  some  hint,  or  be  able  to  form  a 
valuable  inference  from  an  unguarded  and  incautious 
utterance. 

A  very  notorious  haunt  of  vice  in  the  neighbourhood 
was  a  public-house  known  as  the  "  Three  Bells."  It 
was  one  of  those  places  that  we  of  this  day  wonder  how 
they  could  have  been  allowed  to  exist.  At  the  "  Three 
Bells  "  the  most  villainous  drink  was  sold  to  the  most 
villainous  people,  and  it  was  pitiable  to  note  the  young 
of  both  sexes  elbowing  their  way  to  the  dirty,  greasy 
counter  in  their  eagerness  to  obtain  some  of  the  body 
and  soul  destroying  stuff  that  was  sold  there.     Oft  I 
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went  to  the  "  Three  Bells,"  and  my  object  in  doing  so 
may  be  readily  guessed.  Amongst  the  customers  of 
that  dreadful  place — frequented  as  it  was  by  a  class  of 
people  whose  trade  or  calling  was  crime — one  was  likely 
to  pick  up  valuable  scraps  of  information. 

One  day  as  I  entered  I  noted  that  the  police  had  caused 
to  be  hung  up  in  the  bar  a  full  description  of  Billy  the 
Bagman,  and  this  placard  gave  me  an  opportunity  of 
making  the  murder  the  subject  of  conversation  before  I 
had  been  there  very  long.  The  bar  was  crowded  with 
people  who  might  have  been  described  as  the  scum  of 
the  earth.  There  was  not  a  person  there  who  did  not 
seem  to  have  the  mint-mark  of  villainy  plainly  branded 
on  his  or  her  face,  for  both  sexes  were  represented. 
They  were  human  beings,  it  was  true,  and  yet  they  did 
not  seem  to  be  leading  human  lives.  But  still  they  could 
not  be  likened  to  animals,  because  animals  do  not  pour 
vile  poisons  down  their  throats,  and  do  not  make  one's 
blood  curdle  with  blasphemous  oaths  and  ribald  utter- 
ances. No,  it  would  be  more  apt  to  describe  them  as 
fiends  in  human  shape  who  were  in  deadly  antagonism 
to  all  that  was  noble,  good,  true,  and  upright,  and  who 
hated  peace,  order,  and  well-being. 

The  murder  proved  a  very  popular  theme.  It  was 
discussed  with  avidity,  and  the  feeling  was  made  mani- 
fest that  the  wretched  people  were  glad  that  Billy  had 
succeeded  in  evading  capture,  and  one  blear-eyed, 
hoary -headed  old  sinner,  who,  I  ascertained,  had 
ppent  the  greater  part  of  his  life  in  jail,  expressed  him- 
self thus — 

"  There  ain't  nothink  as  could  a-give  me  more 
pleasure  than  Billy  a-dodgin'  the  coppers.  I  hates 
coppers,  I  does.  They're  allers  down  on  us,  and  I  likes 
to  hear  of  'em  a-bein'  bested.     They  thinks   'emselves 
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so  smart  and  clever ;  but  this  yere  covey,  Billy,  has  a 
kep'  'em  on  the  hop  for  weeks,  and  they  ain't  a-nabbed 
him  yet." 

"  No  ;  nor  won't,"  sung  out  a  half-drunken  harridan 
of  a  most  repulsive  appearance. 

"  Eight  yer  are,  Sal,"  answered  the  man.  "  I  dare- 
say you  could  tell  'em  a  thing  or  two  if  yer  liked  to 
open  your  mouth,  eh  ?  " 

"  You  bet;  "  sniggered  the  harridan,  with  a  cunning 
leer;  "  but  they'll  have  to  be  mighty  smart  to  get  any- 
think  out  of  me." 

At  this  there  was  a  general  laugh,  and  Sal  seemed  so 
highly  delighted  with  herself  that  she  executed  a  pas  de 
seul,  and  exclaimed  when  she  had  finished — 

"  I'm  mighty  dry  ;  will  any  one  stand  me  a  pen'orth 
0'  beer  ?  " 

"  Yes,  missus,  I  will,"  I  answered,  whereupon  she  put 
forth  her  grimy,  bony  hand  to  shake  mine,  and  said — 

"  You're  a  proper  sort  of  a  bloke,  you  are.  Give  us 
yer  flipper,  old  man." 

Perhaps  I  ought  to  have  mentioned  that  I  had  not 
gone  to  this  haunt  in  my  character  of  detective ;  that 
would  never  have  done,  for  these  people  would,  like 
snails  when  their  horns  are  touched,  have  withdrawn 
into  their  shells,  and  I  should  have  learned  nothing. 
My  character  for  the  nonce  was  that  of  a  dilapi- 
dated tramp,  and  so  no  restraint  was  put  on  the  conver- 
sation, and  the  unguarded  utterances  of  the  depraved 
beings  aided  my  purpose  materially. 

In  paying  for  the  beer  that  I  ordered  for  "  Sal,"  as 
she  had  been  called,  I  purposely  changed  half-a-crown, 
and  I  noticed  how  the  wolfish  eyes  of  some  of  those 
about  me  glared  greedily  at  this  unwonted  display  of 
wealth,  and  I  increased  Sal's  admiration  and  gratitude 
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— if  such  a  creature  was  capable  of  gratitude — to  a  still 
higher  pitch  by  standing  her  a  pennyworth  of  gin  to 
mix  with  her  beer ;  and  as  she  tossed  off  the  horrible 
compound  and  wiped  her  shrivelled  lips  with  the  back 
of  her  hand,  she  exclaimed — 

"  You're  a  proper  sort,  you  are ;  and  if  yer  wants  me 
ter  love  you,  lend  me  threepence.  Yer  needn't  be  afraid , 
mate,  I'll  pay  yer  back.  Everybody  knows  me.  I'm 
Sally  Eenshaw,  and  I  keeps  the  dossing-house,  217, 
Brick  Yard,  Scotland  Road.  Ain't  that  right, 
mates  ?  " 

"  That's  right,  Sal,"  answered  several,  in  response  to 
the  appeal. 

"  And  I  always  pays  what  I  borrows,  don't  I  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yer  do,  Sal;  there  ain't  no  doubt  about  that," 
was  the  answer. 

"  Then,  blow  me  !  if  I  don't  lend  you  the  threepence," 
I  said ;  "  and  I'll  come  to  your  place  for  it  the  day 
after  to-morrow." 

"  Right  yer  are,  sonny,"  she  replied,  "  and  yer  shall 
have  it,  or  blast  me  !  " 

Of  course  I  handed  her  the  coppers,  which  she  at 
once  invested  in  beer  and  gin,  and  I  felt  that  this 
hideous  creature  was  likely  to  be  of  use  to  me. 

As  soon  after  as  possible  I  slipped  away,  glad  indeed 
to  get  out  of  the  atmosphere  of  villainy.  I  found,  on 
inquiry  amongst  the  police,  that  Sarah  Renshaw  was 
one  of  the  dangerous  characters  to  be  found  in  all  large 
cities.  Not  only  did  she  give  harbourage  to  criminals, 
but  she  trained  youths  of  both  sexes  to  become  criminals. 
She  had  been  in  prison  several  times,  and  was  not  only 
regarded  as  incorrigible,  but  absolutely  irreclaimable. 
She  kept  one  of  the  lowest  lodging-houses  in  the  town, 
and  made  a  boast  of  her  cleverness  in   "  bilking  "  the 
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police.  From  what  had  passed  in  the  "  Three  Bells," 
and  what  I  was  now  told,  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
it  was  more  than  probable  that  this  horrible  creature 
knew  something  about  the  man  I  was  hunting  for,  and 
so  I  resolved  to  see  if  I  couldn't  get  that  something  out 
of  her. 

Two  days  later,  in  accordance  with  the  arrange- 
ment, I  presented  myself  at  her  den,  and  truly  it  was  a 
den.  She  redeemed  her  promise  by  returning  me  the 
threepence  I  had  lent  to  her,  and  then,  in  order  to 
facilitate  matters,  I  said  I  would  go  out  and  procure 
some  liquor,  whereupon  she  expressed  her  intense 
gratification,  vowing  that  her  throat  was  as  hot  as  an 
empty  copper  with  a  fire  underneath  it,  and  that  she 
would  die  if  she  had  not  a  drink.  This  sort  of  trafficking 
with  people  of  her  class  is  one  of  the  many  unpleasant 
duties  that  fall  to  the  lot  of  all  who  have  to  deal  with 
the  criminal  classes.  And  revolting  as  these  duties 
often  are,  they  have  to  be  undertaken  with  good  grace  in 
order  that  justice  may  be  done  on  those  who  break  the 
law.  Such  people  as  Sarah  Renshaw  represented  have 
to  be  met  with  their  own  weapons  in  order  that  they 
may  be  circumvented  in  their  rascality.  And  as  such 
creatures  generally  have  a  craving  for  drink,  their  weak- 
ness in  this  respect  has  to  be  utilized,  and  it  often 
proves  a  very  effective  means  of  bringing  to  light 
secrets  that  otherwise  would  never  be  disclosed,  for 
when  the  brain  is  befogged  with  alcohol,  the  tongue 
wags  incautiously. 

In  a  little  while  I  returned  to  Sal  Renshaw's  den  with 
a  bottle  of  gin,  which  made  the  old  human  spider  smack 
her  lips  in  pleasurable  anticipation,  and  she  expressed 
her  appreciation  of  my  generosity  by  a  string  of  terms 
forcible  enough  in  all  conscience,  but  which  would  not 
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look  well  in  print.  Notwithstanding  that  she  was 
pretty  well  case-hardened,  the  potent  spirit  which  she 
poured  down  her  throat  speedily  affected  her ;  and 
when  she  had  reached  what  I  might  term  the  incautious 
stage,  I  incidentally  introduced  Billy  the  Bagman's 
name,  and  got  her  to  talk  of  the  murder. 

"  Ah  !  "  she  exclaimed,  with  an  exultant  laugh, 
"  Billy'll  never  be  tuk." 

"  Did  you  know  him  ?  " 

"  Know  him  ! — why,  of  course  I  did." 

"And  did  you  know  the  woman  he  put  in  the 
barrel  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  she's  stayed  here  along  with  him,  but  she 
used  to  mop  (drink),  and  she  and  Billy  was  like  cat  and 
dog.  I've  heard  him  say  many  a  time  he'd  do  for  her, 
and  I  ain't  surprised  that  he  stopped  her  wind.  He 
was  a  good  sort  was  Bill,  I  tell  yer  ;  and  used  to  spend 
his  money  like  a  prince,  he  did." 

"  I  suppose  that  he's  all  right  in  some  foreign  part 
by  this  time  ?  "  I  remarked,  in  a  manner  that  suggested 
the  subject  had  no  interest  for  me  whatever. 

As  I  asked  the  question,  the  old  woman  turned  her 
red  eyes  upon  me,  and  I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  a  more 
devilishly-cunning  expression  in  a  human  face  than 
showed  itself  in  hers,  as  she  replied,  putting  her  finger 
to  her  nose  the  while,  and  speaking  sotto  voce,  and  in  the 
most  confidential  way— 

''  Don't  yer  make  no  mistake,  cully.  He  ain't  in  no 
furren  part." 

"  Where  is  he,  do  you  think  ?  "  I  asked  carelessly. 

"  He's  a-hiding  somewhere  where  the  cops  won't 
get  him." 

"  Is  he  in  Liverpool  ?  " 

"  Not  that  I  kLOWs  on.     Perhaps  he  is,  and  peihaps 
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he  ain't,  but  I  'aven't  'eerd  of  'im  sin'  he  done  the 
job.  And  it  wasn't  long  afore  that  that  he  and  his 
missus  went  to  where  he  done  it.  What's  the  name  of 
the  place  ?  " 

"  Glasgow  ?  "  I  suggested. 

"  Yes,  Glasger,  that's  it,  and  I'd  bet  a  bob  he's  there 

yet." 

"  No  fear,"  I  remarked,  with  an  affected  laugh  of 
derision. 

"  Why,  no  fear  ?  "  she  demanded  almost  savagely. 

"  Because  he'd  been  taken  before  this." 

"  That  shows  you  don't  know  anything  about  it. 
You're  a  mug,  you  are.  Bill's  that  fly  that  there  ain't 
a  cop  in  the  country  that's  sharp  enough  for  him.  Why, 
he'll  best  the  whole  bloomin'  lot  on  'em.  He  ain't 
born  to  be  scragged,  Billy  ain't." 

"  Then  he's  a  proper  sort,"  I  remarked,  as  I  helped 
her  to  a  little  more  of  the  fiery  liquid. 

"  Ah,  you  back  he  is,"  she  answered,  as  she  smacked 
her  lips.  "  Why,  look  yeer,  cully,  Bill  can  get  'isself 
up  like  a  woman  that  well  that  his  own  mother 
wouldn't  know  him.  I've  seen  him  do  it  many  a  time 
when  he  was  on  a  lay." 

As  she  uttered  these  words  I  felt  a  delight  that  I  dare 
not  show  or  express,  for  the  creature  had  unconsciously 
given  herself  away,  and  put  me  up  to  a  wrinkle  that  I 
knew  how  to  make  the  most  of.  If  Billy  was  an  adept 
in  the  art  of  effectually  disguising  himself  as  a  woman, 
it  would  account  for  his  having  been  able  to  avoid  being 
captured  up  to  that  time ;  and  what  was  more  likely 
than  that,  disguised  as  a  woman,  he  still  remained  near 
the  scene  of  his  crime  ?  Reasoning  this  out  in  my  own 
mind,  I  resolved  to  work  now  on  the  hint  that  Sal  had 
let  drop;    and    getting    away  from    her   as    soon    as 

T       9. 
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possible,  I  left  Liverpool  that  very  night  and  returned 
to  Glasgow,  with  a  strong  conviction  that  my  visit  to 
Liverpool  had  not  been  fruitless  by  any  means,  but 
that  important  results  would  come  out  of  it.  Strangely 
enough,  within  a  week  of  my  return,  a  boy  was  amusing 
himself  by  sending  a  dog  into  a  pond  in  one  of  the 
many  brickfields  that  abound  to  the  south  of  the  city, 
and  while  the  dog  was  swimming  about  in  the  clay- 
pit  it  suddenly  dived  and  brought  a  canvas  bundle  to 
the  surface  of  the  water,  but  let  it  go  again,  and  it 
sank  to  the  bottom.  The  boy,  however,  conceived 
the  notion  that  the  bundle  perhaps  contained  some- 
thing valuable ;  and  taking  one  or  two  companions 
into  his  confidence,  they  constructed  a  drag  by  fasten- 
ing an  iron  hook  to  the  end  of  a  piece  of  rope,  and 
with  this  instrument  they  dragged  the  pond,  and  at 
last  succeeded  in  bringing  the  bundle  to  the  bank, 
but  on  opening  it  their  horror  may  be  imagined 
when  it  was  found  to  contain  human  remains. 

Information  was  at  once  given  to  the  police,  and 
I,  in  company  with  some  colleagues,  took  charge  of 
the  ghastly  find,  and  it  soon  became  evident  that  we 
were  in  possession  of  the  lower  limbs  of  the  murdered 
woman.  They  had  been  put  into  a  sack,  which  was 
then  weighted  with  a  large  stone,  and  flung  into  the 
pond.  In  the  sack  there  were  also  an  ordinary  meat 
saw  and  a  large  carving-knife.  Both  these  articles 
were  red  with  rust  through  being  submerged  so  long 
in  the  water,  and  there  could  be  no  doubt  they 
were  the  instruments  that  had  been  used  to  amputate 
the  poor  woman's  limbs.  I  had  the  saw  and  the  knife 
cleaned  up,  and  then  I  found  that  the  saw  bore  the 
name  of  a  local  vendor  in  the  town  ;  and  on  showing 
it  to  him,  he  vaguely   remembered  having  sold  it  to 
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a  man  whom  lie  believed  answered  to  the  description  of 
Gfonzales.  The  knife  was  Sheffield  make,  but  it  was 
stamped  on  the  blade  with  the  mark  of  one  of  the 
hotels  in  Glasgow,  and  this  set  me  pondering  on  the 
question — How  did  the  knife  come  into  the  murderer's 
possession  ?  Did  he  steal  it,  or  was  it  given  to  him  ? 
He  was  not  likely  to  have  bought  it  in  the  ordinary- 
way  of  trade,  for  it  was  nearly  a  new  one,  and  the 
manager  of  the  hotel  assured  me  that  it  was  not  in 
the  least  probable  that  it  had  been  sold.  Therefore, 
the  assumption  was  it  had  been  stolen,  and  I  began 
to  make  the  most  careful  inquiries  amongst  the 
servants,  with  the  result  that  I  subsequently  learned 
that  Gronzales  had  been  in  the  habit  of  visiting  one 
of  the  kitchenmaids  named  Jean  Fleming.  She  was 
about  forty,  and  appeared  to  have  seen  a  good  deal 
that  was  attractive  in  Billy,  for  she  allowed  him  to 
pay  his  addresses  to  her  for  a  time.  But  he  ceased 
to  go  to  her  about  a  fortnight  before  the  murder, 
and  she  had  not  met  bim  since.  I  should  state  that 
she  had  known  him  by  the  name  of  "  Jack  Willox," 
and  on  one  or  two  occasions  had  written  to  him  in 
that  name,  and  addressed  her  letters  to  the  care  of  a 
Mrs.  Syme  in  a  wynd  off  the  Gallowgate.  There 
wasn't  a  doubt  that  Gronzales,  Billy  the  Bagman, 
and  Jack  Willox  were  one  and  the  same  person. 

The  trail  was  now  getting  more  pronounced,  and  I 
directed  my  attention  to  Mrs.  Syme.  I  found  her  to 
be  a  woman  of  very  indifferent  character,  and  not 
particular  as  to  the  means  by  which  she  made  a  living, 
though  ostensibly  she  obtained  it  by  taking  lodgers. 
For  several  reasons  I  did  not  consider  it  advisable  that 
Mrs.  Syme  should  know  that  I  was  making  inquiries 
about  her.      I    therefore    proceeded    very    cautiously 
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indeed,  as  I  saw  every  reason  to  suppose  she  was  a 
dangerous  and  cunning  character,  whose  sympathies 
were  certainly  not  with  law  and  order.  Of  course, 
it  was  evident  that  she  must  have  been  pretty  well 
acquainted  with  Billy  the  Bagman,  inasmuch  as  she 
had  received  letters  from  him  under  the  name  of  Jack 
"Willox.  I  did  not  overlook  the  possibility  that  she 
might  only  have  known  him  as  Jack  Willox,  and  been 
ignorant  of  the  fact  that  it  was  an  assumed  name ;  con- 
sequently I  resolved  to  be  satisfied  on  the  subject,  and, 
assuming  the  character  of  a  labouring  man  out  of  work, 
and  very  much  down  on  his  luck,  I  went  to  Mrs. 
Syme's  lodging-house  one  afternoon,  and  in  order  to 
avert  suspicion,  and  get  on  a  good  footing  with  her,  I 
mentioned  the  name  of  a  man  who  was  then  in  prison, 
and  with  whom  she  had  been  very  familiar.  This  bit 
of  knowledge  I  had  gained  in  the  course  of  my 
inquiries,  and  I  utilized  it.  The  introduction  placed 
me  at  once  on  a  good  footing  with  old  Mother 
Syme,  and  by  inference  I  led  her  to  suppose  I  had 
tramped  from  the  South  in  search  of  work,  which  was 
not  forthcoming,  and  that  consequently  my  prospects 
were  not  very  bright.  This  led  her  to  inquire  what  I 
was  going  to  do. 

"  I  don't  know,"  I  answered.  "  Things  are  queer, 
and  there's  not  much  chance  for  a  fellow  like  me." 

"  Why  not  ?  "  she  demanded. 

"  Well,  you  see,  mother,  it's  not  many  things  I  can 
turn  my  hands  to." 

"  Isn't  there  ?  "  she  sneered  caustically.  "  Well, 
look  here,  old  man,  if  I  was  you,  and  had  a  pair  of 
hands  as  good  as  yours,  I'm  blowed  if  there  would  be 
much  I  wouldn't  get  hold  of  in  a  small  way." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  I  asked,  though  I  knew 
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very  well  what  she  meant,  and  since  she  had  thus 
revealed  her  true  character,  I  determined  that  not 
much  time  should  be  lost  before  I  cleared  her  out  of 
her  den,  and  placed  her  in  safe  keeping,  if  evidence  to 
warrant  that  was  forthcoming. 

"  What  do  I  mean  P  "  she  replied.  "  You  aren't  a 
mug,  are  you  ?  " 

"  Well,  not  quite,  mother ;  but  I'll  be  hanged  if  I 
know  what  you  are  driving  at." 

She  laughed  very  unpleasantly,  and  looked  at  me 
with  an  expression  of  contempt  as  she  remarked — 

"  Are  you  kidding,  or  what  ?  " 

"No,  I'm  not." 

"  Then  you're  precious  innocent,"  she  said. 

"  Maybe  I  am,  for  I've  never  done  much  wrong  yet." 

"  Haven't  you  ?  Well,  it's  time  you  began.  If  you 
ain't  got  work,  and  you're  starving,  whose  a-going  to 
keep  you,  eh  ?  " 

"  Nobody  that  I  know  of." 

"  Just  so.  Well,  now,  aren't  you  as  good  as  them 
swells  as  rides  in  their  carriages  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  I  am." 

"  Of  course  you  are,  and  so  am  I,  and  so  is  all  of  us 
poor  folk.  Now,  what  will  the  swells  do  for  us  if  we 
ain't  got  anything  to  eat  ?  " 

"  Not  much,  mother." 

"  Right  you  are.  Then  I  say  when  the  likes  of  us 
haven't  got  anything,  and  the  swells  won't  give  us  any- 
thing, we've  a  right  to  take  what  we  want  from  them. 
And,  blind  me  !  if  I  was  a  man  if  I  wouldn't  lay  my 
hands  on  all  I  could  get." 

"  But  that's  pretty  risky,  you  know." 

"  Bah  !  If  you're  one  of  the  tender- skinned  sort,  why 
don't  vou  so  home  to  vour  mother? " 
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"  I  haven't  got  one,"  I  replied. 

"  Then  get  somebody  else  to  take  care  of  you,"  she 
sneered. 

"  Ah,  I  wish  I  could,"  I  answered  after  a  pause. 
"  But  that's  not  so  easy." 

"  Then  take  care  of  yourself.  And  look  here,  my 
son,  let  me  as  knows  a  thing  or  two  tell  you  this  for  a 
wrinkle — if  you  don't  take  care  of  yourself,  nobody  else 
will ;  and  since  you've  got  to  live,  like  other  folk,  you 
must  have  something  to  live  on ;  so  don't  be  squeamish, 
but  pick  up  whatever  comes  in  your  way." 

This  gave  me  the  opportunity  that  I  had  been  waiting 
for,  and  I  said — 

"  I'd  like  fine  to  pick  up  that  hundred  pounds  that's 
offered  for  the  capture  of  the  fellow  what  put  the 
woman  in  the  cask." 

She  turned  upon  me  like  a  fury,  and  exclaimed — 

"Look  here,  you  clear  out  of  my  house  !  If  that's 
the  kind  of  fellow  you  are,  I  ain't  going  to  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  you." 

"  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  mother,"  I  said,  with  a 
sort  of  whine.  "  I  didn't  know  Bill  was  a  pal  of 
yours." 

"  I'm  not  saying  he's  a  pal  of  mine.  But,  anyway,  I 
wouldn't  betray  him." 

"  Maybe  you've  got  some  interest  in  him,"  I  ob- 
served. 

"  Maybe  I  have  ;  but  anyway,  that's  my  business." 

"  Well,  I  tell  you  this,  missus,"  I  said.  "  I  heard  a 
chap  as  was  on  the  road  with  me  say  that  Billy  the  Bag- 
man would  be  taken  before  long,  because  it  was  known 
that  he  had  called  himself  Jack  "WTLlox  and  other  names, 
and  wasn't  far  out  of  Glasgow." 

I  watched  the  effect  of   my  words,  and  I  saw  the 
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creature's  face  turn  pale,   and  a  half-frightened  look 
came  into  her  eyes  as  she  exclaimed — 

"  Who  was  it  that  told  you  he  called  himself  Jack 
Willox  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  can't  tell  you  the  chap's  name." 

Mrs.  Syme  was  evidently  much  agitated,  and  it  was 
some  moments  before  she  spoke  again,  and  then  in  a 
sneering  way  she  said — 

"  The  chap  what  told  you  that  was  a  fool,  and  take 
my  straight  tip — Billy  will  never  be  taken." 

"  Why  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Why  ?  Because  he's  too  clever  for  the  police. 
When  they  get  a  cove  like  him  to  deal  with  they're 
lost." 

"  Well,  he  must  be  pretty  clever  if  he's  in  Glasgow 
yet." 

"  Take  my  word  for  it,  he  is  clever." 

"  I  don't  believe  anyhow  he's  in  Glasgow." 

"  Don't  you  ?  " 

"  No ;  he's  safe  in  some  foreign  country  by  this 
time." 

She  broke  into  a  coarse  laugh  of  derision,  as  though 
she  thought  I  was  a  great  fool,  and  answered — - 

"  The  police  think  so,  but  that  only  shows  how 
ignorant  they  are.  Whenever  they  can't  lay  their 
hands  on  a  fellow,  they  always  say  he's  got  out  of  the 
country,  but  that's  only  because  they  don't  like  people 
to  think  they're  fools." 

"  Maybe  your  right,  mother.  But  look  here,  if 
I  had  a  fiver  I'd  bet  that  Billy  the  Bagman,  or  Jack 
Willox,  or  whatever  he  calls  himself,  isn't  in  Glas- 
gow." 

"  Then  I'd  take  your  bet,  and  you'd  lose  your 
fiver." 
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"  Ah,  maybe  you  know  where  he  is." 

She  grinned  unpleasantly,  but  there  was  a  world  of 
meaning  in  her  grin,  though  her  only  answer  was — 

"  I'm  not  saying  that." 

I  was  perfectly  convinced,  however,  from  her  manner 
that  she  was  not  speaking  the  truth — indeed,  it  was  too 
much  to  suppose  that  such  a  wicked  creature  could 
speak  the  truth  unless  it  was  by  accident,  and  her  whole 
manner  in  the  present  instance  betrayed  that  she  was 
concealing  something,  and  that  something,  it  seemed 
to  me,  was  nothing  less  than  a  knowledge  of  Billy's 
whereabouts.  I  was  confirmed  in  this  by  her  subse- 
quent manner,  for  she  manifested  a  strong  dislike  to 
me,  and  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon  she  bluntly  asked 
this  question — 

"  I  suppose  if  you  was  getting  a  chance  to  put  the 
beaks  on  Jack  Willox's  track — " 

"  Tou  mean  Billy  the  Bagman,"  I  remarked,  as  a 
correction. 

"  Well,  it's  the  same  thing.  I  was  going  to  say 
if  you  was  getting  a  chance  to  put  the  beaks  on 
Billy's  track,  you'd  do  it  for  the  sake  of  that  hundred 
quid  ?  " 

"  I'll  tell  you  straight,  mother,  I  would." 

"  That's  all  right.  Then  you  can  clear  out  of  here. 
I  don't  want  no  fellow  in  my  house  that's  ready  to 
round  on  a  poor  bloke  because  he's  had  an  accident.  I 
don't  believe  Billy  meant  to  kill  his  woman.  But  if  he 
did  she  deserved  it." 

"  Now,  look  here,  mother ;  I'm  going  to  let  you  have 
it  straight,"  I  said,  pretending  to  get  into  a  temper. 
"  You're  mighty  virtuous,  no  doubt,  but  I'm  not  mug 
enough  to  believe  that  if  you  knew  where  Billy  was  you 
would  not  go  for  that  hundred  pounds.     Mind  you,  it's 
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a  big  bag  of  money,  and  one  would  want  to  be  mighty 
fond  of  a  person  to  resist  it." 

My  remark  excited  her  greatly,  and,  glaring  at  me 
with  positive  ferociousness,  she  exclaimed — 

"  You  don't  know  me,  you  fool,  or  you  wouldn't 
talk  like  that !  Not  twenty  hundred  pounds  would 
make  me  betray  my  own  flesh  and  blood.  Now, 
then,  put  that  in  your  pipe  and  smoke  it,  and  then 
cut  your  stick  as  soon  as  you  like.  I  don't  want  you 
here." 

She  could  not  have  played  into  my  hands  better  than 
she  did.  I  needed  no  second  intimation,  but  telling 
her  that  I  thought  she  was  treating  me  very  badly,  I 
took  my  departure  ;  and  now  more  than  ever  I  felt  I 
was  on  Billy  the  Bagman's  track,  and  I  should  have 
been  disposed  then  to  have  pledged  myself  that  I  would 
run  him  down. 

During  the  short  time  I  had  been  with  Mrs.  Syme  I 
had  gradually  worked  out  a  theory  as  she  revealed  her 
true  character,  and  the  theory  was  this :  For  some 
reason  or  other,  which  I  could  not  determine  at  that 
moment,  she  was  desirous  of  screening  Billy  from  the 
consequences  of  his  crime,  and  that  she  knew  of  his 
hiding-place.  All  this  seemed  to  me  to  be  beyond 
doubt,  but  little  did  I  dream  how  startlingly  dramatic 
would  be  the  denouement. 

As  I  knew  that  to  attempt  by  legal  measures  to 
compel  this  dreadful  woman  to  betray  her  secrets  would 
in  all  probability  only  result  in  failure,  and  by  putting 
Billy  on  his  guard  enable  him  to  thwart  justice 
altogether,  I  determined  to  shadow  her  silently  and 
persistently  in  the  hope  that  I  should  pick  up  some 
thread  that  would  lead  me  to  the  criminal's  hiding- 
nla.ee. 
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It  was  not  an  easy  thing  shadowing  in  that  neigh- 
bourhood, for  the  denizens  of  it  were  all  more  or  less  at 
war  with  society,  and  were  not  likely  to  aid  the  law's 
representative.  On  the  contrary,  they  would  rather 
have  taken  a  delight  in  baulking  me  in  every  possible 
way  if  they  had  got  an  inkling  of  my  object.  It  was 
necessary,  therefore,  for  me  to  exercise  the  utmost 
caution,  because  people  of  that  class  are  always 
peculiarly  suspicious.  They  are  like  hunted  animals, 
ever  on  the  alert  for  danger;  and  of  course  their 
imaginations  being  excited,  they  are  apt  to  take  fright 
at  very  small  causes. 

Notwithstanding  these  difficulties,  I  managed  for 
three  long  weeks  to  keep  my  eye,  as  the  saying  is,  on 
Mrs.  Syme,  and  during  that  time  I  saw  much  that  con- 
firmed the  opinion  I  had  formed  of  her,  which  was  that 
she  was  bad  to  the  core,  and  an  exceedingly  dangerous 
person,  and  as  cunning  and  artful  as  it  was  possible  for 
a  human  being  to  be.  Although  I  watched  her  so  closely 
during  those  three  weeks  I  never  allowed  her  once  to 
catch  sight  of  me.  That  had  to  be  avoided  at  almost 
any  cost,  for  if  once  she  had  been  put  on  the  alert  she 
might  have  increased  my  difficulties  tenfold. 

After  three  weeks  of  watching  without  any  definite 
result,  I  began  to  think  that  after  all  I  should  have  to 
try  some  other  plan ;  but  one  evening  about  eight  o'clock 
I  saw  Mrs.  Syme  leave  the  wynd  in  company  with  an 
old  woman,  who  wore  a  long  cloak  and  seemed  very 
frail.  They  proceeded  along  the  Grallowgate,  and  I 
followed  them.  Presently  they  stopped  at  the  door  of 
a  public-house,  and  after  talking  together  for  a  few 
minutes,  Mrs.  Syme  went  in,  but  reappeared  in  a  little 
while,  and  handed  her  companion  something  in  a  glass, 
which  the  feeble  old  woman  took,  and  with  one  gulp 
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tossed  off  the  liquor.  Now,  there  was  a  peculiarity  in 
her  movement  as  she  did  this  which  caused  an  idea  to 
flash  through  my  mind  that  the  feeble  old  woman  was 
none  other  than  Billy  the  Bagman,  who  had  so  long 
been  wanted.  The  movement  of  her  arm  as  she  raised 
the  glass  was  not  that  of  a  woman,  but  a  man.  It  was 
a  trifling  matter,  but  my  experience  as  a  hunter  of 
criminals  had  taught  me  to  value  the  slightest  sign 
likely  to  lead  me  on  the  right  track ;  and  I  was  certain 
that  no  old  and  stricken  woman,  as  she  appeared  to  be, 
would  have  lifted  a  glass  to  her  lips  as  that  one  did. 
In  performing  the  act  she  displayed  to  my  keenly-alert 
faculties  signs  that  were  suggestive  of  a  man's  strength 
rather  than  an  old  and  tottering  woman's  weakness ;  and 
remembering  what  I  had  learnt  at  Sal  Renshaw's  in 
Liverpool,  I  began  to  believe  that  at  last  I  had  run  the 
cruel  murderer  down. 

When  the  old  woman  had  finished  her  liquor  and 
Mrs.  Syme  had  returned  the  glass  to  the  house,  the  two 
took  themselves  off,  and  I  kept  on  their  track  to  the 
High  Street,  up  which  they  turned.  During  this  time 
I  studied  every  movement  of  the  supposed  old  woman, 
and  as  I  did  so  I  became  more  and  more  convinced  that 
she  was  not  a  woman,  for  occasionally  she  seemed  to 
forget  her  feebleness  and  to  walk  as  well  as  I  did. 

Passing  a  policeman  on  the  road  I  spoke  a  few  hurried 
words  to  him,  and  told  him  to  follow  me  closely.  Then 
hurrying  forward  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street  until 
I  had  got  ahead  of  the  "  women,"  I  re-crossed  the  road, 
and  coming  back,  met  them. 

"  Good  evening,  Mrs.  Syme,"  I  said.  "  You're 
enjoying  a  walk  ?  " 

She  did  not  recognize  me,  but  seemed  greatly  discon- 
certed, and  exclaimed  in  a  very  agitated  tone — 
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"  Wlio  are  you  ?    I  don't  know  you,  man." 

"  Perhaps  not,  but  I  know  you,  you  see  ;  and  who's 
your  friend  ?     She  seems  very  old." 

"  She's  a  poor  body  who's  been  sick  for  a  long  time, 
and  I've  just  brought  her  out  to  get  the  air." 

I  could  not  see  the  "  poor  body's  "  face  very  well,  for 
there  was  not  much  light  just  then  ;  moreover  she  wore 
a  large  projecting  bonnet  with  a  veil.  So  wishing  to 
hear  her  speak  I  said — 

"  And  are  you  getting  better,  mum  ?  " 

I  might,  however,  have  spoken  to  a  stump  for  all  the 
notice  she  appeared  to  take  of  me,  and  Mrs.  Syme 
exclaimed— 

"It's  no  use  talking  to  her  ;  she's  as  deaf  as  a  stone 
wall." 

"  Is  she  ?  "  I  replied,  and  then  putting  my  lips  close 
to  the  mysterious  person's  ear  I  said  loudly — "  There 
are  none  so  deaf  as  those  who  won't  hear.  Now,  tell 
me,  isn't  your  name  Ferdinand  Gronzales,  otherwise 
Billy  the  Bagman,  otherwise  Jack  Willox  ?  "  As  I 
spoke  I  seized  her  by  the  arm,  and  the  policeman,  who 
had  been  waiting  my  signal,  rushed  forward  to  render 
me  assistance.  The  moment  I  got  my  grip  on  the  arm 
I  knew  that  the  working  muscles  beneath  my  hands 
were  not  the  muscles  of  a  feeble  woman,  but  of  a  strong 
man  ;  and  at  last  law,  as  presented  by  me,  had  seized  the 
brutal  murderer  who  for  so  long  had  cunningly  evaded 
his  well-deserved  doom. 

As  Mrs.  Syme  recognized  that  the  game  was  up  at 
last,  she  for  a  moment  or  two  betrayed  the  greatest 
agitation.  Then  she  went  for  the  policeman  and  began 
to  belabour  him  with  all  her  might,  while  my  prisoner 
turned  upon  me  like  a  tiger  at  bay,  tried  to  throw  me, 
and  a  desperate  struggle  ensued,  for  the  fellow  recog- 
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nized  now  that  it  was  a  struggle  for  life,  and  lie  made  a 
tremendous  bid  for  it.  Such  a  struggle  in  such  a  place 
could  not,  of  course,  last  long.  A  crowd  soon  surrounded 
us,  many  of  them  being  denizens  of  the  slums  of  the 
neighbourhood,  and  consequently  not  to  be  relied  upon. 
But  still  there  were  some  decent  citizens  among  them, 
and  I  called  upon  them  in  the  name  of  the  Queen  and 
the  law  to  render  assistance,  and  four  or  five  men  came 
forward  willingly.  Nevertheless,  Billy  gave  us  con- 
siderable trouble.  He  fought  like  a  demon,  and  it  was 
only  when  we  had  got  him  on  the  ground  and  sat  upon 
him,  literally,  that  I  was  able  to  handcuff  him. 
Woman  as  she  was,  Mrs.  Syme  showed  herself  a  most 
formidable  antagonist,  and  it  took  two  men  to  subdue  her. 

By  this  time  several  policemen  had  been  gathered  to 
the  spot,  so  that  Billy  must  have  recognized  that  all 
hope  had  passed.  But,  notwithstanding,  he  struggled 
and  fought  with  the  desperation  of  despair,  and  the 
services  of  six  policemen  were  required  to  get  him  to 
the  station.  Of  course,  Mrs.  Syme  was  arrested  at  the 
same  time ;  and  never  shall  I  forget  the  excitement  in 
the  town  when  it  became  known,  as  soon  it  did,  that 
the  notorious  criminal  who  had  so  long  avoided  capture 
had  been  taken  at  last.  Thousands  of  people  assembled 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  station,  and  a  strong  force 
of  police  had  to  be  collected  to  keep  them  moving  on. 
From  the  slums  and  wynds,  too,  the  foul  denizens 
poured  forth,  and  a  rumour  spread  that  an  attempt  was 
to  be  made  to  rescue  the  woman  and  the  man.  But  it 
was  nothing  more  than  a  rumour,  though,  as  a  matter 
of  ordinary  precaution,  special  means  were  taken  to 
safeguard  the  prisoners. 

All  doubts  of  Gonzales'  identity  were  soon  set  at  rest, 
and  on  searching  him  we  found  that  he  was  armed  with 
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a  loaded  revolver,  and  a  formidable  knife  in  a  sheath, 
and  he  declared,  now  that  his  game  was  up,  that  if  he 
had  only  got  the  chance  he  would  have  used  these  weapons 
against  his  would-be  captors,  and  would  never  have 
been  taken  alive.  His  disguise  as  a  woman  was  really 
admirable,  and  very  few  people  indeed  would  have 
detected  the  man  in  the  woman's  garb.  Of  course,  his 
voice  was  not  a  woman's  voice,  nor  could  he  make  it 
resemble  one,  but  in  all  other  respects  he  might  have 
deceived  his  own  mother,  as  Sal  Renshaw  had  told  me 
he  could. 

Am  I  guilty  of  egotism  for  taking  praise  to  myself 
for  having  tracked  the  villain  down  ?  It  had  been  a 
long  affair,  and  I  had  had  to  piece  in  link  after  link 
with  considerable  difficulty.  Investigation  brought  to 
light  that  Mrs.  Syme  was  the  fellow's  sister,  and  she 
had  harboured  him  in  her  house,  where  he  passed  for  an 
old,  feeble,  deaf  and  dumb  woman.  What  his  and  her 
ultimate  ideas  were  it  was  not  easy  to  determine,  but 
possibly  they  thought  that  when  the  hue  and  cry  had 
died  down,  he  would  be  able  to  leave  the  country  with- 
out fear  of  capture.  Billy's  cunning  and  artfulness 
were  truly  remarkable,  and  the  strong  probabilities  are 
he  would  have  escaped  had  I  not  stuck  so  persistently 
to  the  slender  clues  that  I  got  hold  of.  He  had  seen 
from  the  first  that  to  leave  Glasgow  would  be  a  highly 
dangerous  proceeding,  and  so  he  had  gone  into  hiding 
in  his  sister's  house,  and  must  often  have  chuckled  as  he 
saw  how  he  was  baffling  those  who  were  so  anxious  to 
lay  him  by  the  heels. 

Scarcely  a  day  passed  after  his  capture  but  the 
web  was  tightened  around  him,  and  such  a  tremendously 
powerful  chain  of  evidence  was  constructed  that  there 
was  not  the  slightest  flaw  to  give  him  hope.     It  was 
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proved  that  the  woman  he  had  murdered  was  Alice 
Graham's  mother,  whom  he  had  systematically  ill-used 
for  a  long  time.  He  had  taken  the  poor  creature's  life 
in  a  hut  in  the  brickfield  where  the  lower  limbs  were 
found.  The  field  was  not  being  worked  at  the  time, 
and  the  hut  was  consequently  not  in  use.  So  deliber- 
ately had  he  planned  the  crime  that  he  provided  the 
barrel  and  a  bag  of  sawdust  three  or  four  days  before 
the  commission  of  the  deed,  and  placed  these  things 
in  the  hut  ready  for  use.  He  had  also  bought 
the  saw  and  stolen  the  knife  in  anticipation  of 
their  being  necessary  for  his  purpose.  Seldom, 
indeed,  had  so  ghastly  a  crime  been  undertaken  with 
such  cold-blooded  calculation.  Why  he  did  not  cast 
the  whole  body  into  the  pond  was  never  proved,  but  my 
own  theory  was  this  : — Although  he  deemed  it  probable 
that  he  would  have  to  mutilate  the  remains  of  his 
victim  in  order  to  get  them  into  the  cask,  he  had  no 
intention  originally  of  sinking  any  portion  of  them  in 
the  pond.  But  he  found,  by  actual  experience,  that 
the  cask  was  not  large  enough  for  his  purpose. 

When  the  miserable  wretch  was  brought  up  for  trial, 
there  was  not  a  shred  of  evidence  that  could  be  offered 
in  his  favour,  although,  having  command  of  money,  he 
was  well  represented  legally.  But  not  even  the  lawyers 
who  appeared  for  him  could  warp  the  truth  so  as  to 
make  it  appear  fiction,  although  usually  lawyers  are 
adepts  in  doing  so,  and  a  well-merited  death-sentence 
was  passed.  If  ever  a  wretch  deserved  hanging  he  did 
surely  ;  nevertheless,  some  morbid  sentimentalists  tried 
to  get  the  sentence  altered,  though  I  am  happy  to  say 
they  did  not  succeed,  and  Billy  the  Bagman  died  by 
the  hands  of  the  hangman.  To  the  very  last  he  pre- 
served a  sullen,  morose  demeanour,  and  went  to  the 
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scaffold  "without  making  any  confession.  It  remains 
for  me  to  say  that  Mrs.  Syme  was  duly  convicted  of 
having  harboured  the  criminal;  she  got  a  long  term 
of  imprisonment,  and  her  den  of  infamy  was  thus 
broken  up. 
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Early  in  the  morning  of  an  autumn  day  a  commercial 
traveller  named  Archibald  Allison  arrived  in  Edinburgh 
from  the  South.  He  had  left  London  the  previous 
night  by  the  London  and  North- Western  Eailway,  and 
his  business  route  lay  through  the  principal  towns  of 
Scotland,  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting  about 
every  three  months.  He  represented  the  firm  of  Privet, 
Prescott  &  Lyle,  manufacturing  jewellers,  of  London 
and  Birmingham.  It  was  a  very  large  house,  with  a 
world-wide  connection,  and  they  gave  employment  to 
quite  an  army  of  people.  To  the  "  trade  "  all  over  the 
country  they  were  exceedingly  well  known,  and  their 
names  were  a  guarantee  for  good  material  and  excellent 
workmanship. 

Allison  had  been  in  their  service  for  nearly  thirty 
years,  and  was  not  only  highly  respected,  but  unbounded 
confidence  and  trust  were  placed  in  him.  He  was  a 
man  of  the  most  persuasive  tongue  and  attractive 
manner,  with  a  suavity  that  was  irresistible,  and  the 
patience  of  Job  himself.  Nature,  indeed,  had  specially 
formed  him  for  his  calling,  and  he  was  considered  to  be 
one  of  the  most  successful  men  "  on  the  road."  He  was 
a  good-looking,  burly  fellow,  with  a  refined  air  and  a 
most  gentlemanly  deportment.  He  dressed  well,  looked 
well,  smoked  well,  dined  well,  and  in  every  way  seemed 
to  be  particularly  favoured  by  nature.  He  was  known 
to  live  in  good  style  in  London.  He  owned  an 
imposing-looking  house   on  the   borders   of  Clapham 
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Common,  and  he  had  a  charming  wife  and  a  family  of 
seven  children — three  sons  and  four  daughters.  He 
was  very  ambitious  about  his  sons,  being  desirous  that 
they  should  take  a  much  higher  walk  in  life  than  he 
had  done  ;  and  so  one  was  being  educated  for  the  army, 
another  for  the  navy,  and  the  third  and  youngest  had 
been  sent  to  Oxford — his  station  in  life  was  to  be  after- 
wards determined. 

Mr.  Allison  carried  with  him  to  Edinburgh  a  large 
"  sample  box  "  of  extra  strong  construction,  and  this 
again  was  enclosed  in  a  leather  case  which  fastened 
with  a  patent  lock.  These  precautions  were  necessary, 
because  his  samples  represented  very  considerable  value, 
more  so  than  usual  on  this  particular  occasion,  for  the 
reason  that  he  carried  with  him  a  considerable  quantity 
of  some  special  designs  of  his  firm,  which  were  intended 
for  Christmas  and  New  Tear  presents.  Altogether 
the  contents  of  his  sample  case  were  valued,  wholesale, 
at  something  like  between  three  and  four  thousand 
pounds. 

Having  refreshed  himself  with  a  wash  after  his 
night's  journey,  and  partaken  of  a  good  breakfast,  he 
engaged  a  caddy  to  accompany  him  on  his  rounds  and 
carry  the  case  of  sample  jewellery,  which  was  pretty 
heavy.  The  caddy,  a  man  of  the  name  of  Jamieson, 
had  been  in  the  habit  of  working  with  Allison  for  years, 
and  his  employer  had  great  confidence  in  him. 

About  eleven  o'clock  in  the  morning  the  two  set  off 
on  their  round,  the  first  call  being  made  at  a  well-known 
jeweller's  in  Princes  Street.  As  was  the  custom,  Jamie- 
son  followed  his  master  into  the  shop,  unfastened  the 
straps  of  the  case,  then  retired  to  wait  outside  until  the 
business  was  transacted.  The  straps  of  the  case  being 
loosed,  Mr.  Allison  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket  for  his 
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bunch  of  keys — three  different  keys  being  required  for 
the  case — but  to  his  astonishment  the  keys  were  not 
there,  consequently  he  could  not  open  his  box  and  dis- 
play his  samples.  Then  he  remembered  that  he  had 
changed  his  trousers  after  breakfast,  and  so  it  seemed 
pretty  certain  that  he  had  left  his  keys  in  the  pocket  of 
the  trousers  he  had  taken  off.  He  therefore  called 
Jamieson  into  the  shop,  told  him  to  go  with  all 
speed  to  the  hotel,  mount  to  his  (Mr.  Allison's)  room, 
and  bring  the  keys  from  the  pocket  of  the  trousers 
he  would  find  hanging  up  in  the  wardrobe. 

So  far  all  seemed  well.  Mr.  Allison  waited  patiently 
for  his  man's  return,  and  chatted  pleasantly  with 
the  shopkeeper.  Jamieson  was  absent  a  little  more 
than  twenty  minutes.  Then  he  returned  with  the  in- 
formation that  there  were  no  keys  in  the  place  indicated. 
Mr.  Allison  was  a  little  puzzled,  and  was  not  sparing  in 
blaming  himself  for  an  act  of  carelessness  which  he  was 
not  often  guilty  of.  So  he  left  his  case  in  the  custody 
of  the  shopkeeper,  and  started  back  to  the  hotel,  antici- 
pating that  he  would  find  the  keys  in  his  portmanteau 
somewhere,  but  a  thorough  and  exhaustive  search  failed 
to  bring  them  to  light.  Then  he  began  to  think  that 
he  remembered  in  a  vague  way  that  he  had  left  them 
on  the  dressing-table  of  his  bedroom  in  his  house  in 
London  ;  and  in  order  to  set  his  mind  at  rest  he  tele- 
graphed to  his  wife,  and  told  her  to  wire  immediately 
if  the  keys  were  there.  In  the  meantime  he  returned 
to  the  shop,  explained  his  difficulty,  and  the  shopkeeper 
suggested  that  an  appeal  should  be  made  to  a  lock- 
smith, and  he  mentioned  a  man  with  whom  he  was 
acquainted,  and  who  resided  in  the  High  Street. 
Consequently  Allison,  accompanied  by  his  servant, 
and  carrying  the  case  with  him,  got  into  a  cab  and  drove 
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off  to  the  High  Street.  They  found  the  locksmith  at 
home,  explained  the  situation  to  him,  and  he,  having- 
examined  the  locks,  expressed  the  opinion  that  amongst 
his  immense  store  of  keys  he  would  find  some  that 
would  answer  ;  for,  though  the  locks  were  very  strong 
and  good,  there  was  nothing  out  of  the  way  or  intricate 
about  them.  After  many  trials  he  succeeded  at  last  in 
getting  a  key  that  served  the  purpose,  and  the  case  was 
opened.  Mr.  Allison,  as  may  be  supposed,  was  very 
gratified.  The  contents  of  the  case  were  intact,  so  he 
purchased  the  key  from  the  locksmith,  and  started  off 
once  more  to  do  business. 

After  a  long  day's  work,  and  a  successful  one,  he 
returned  to  his  hotel,  and  that  evening  had  a  snug  little 
dinner  with  a  party  of  friends.  He  retired  soon  after 
midnight,  and  rising  the  next  morning  a  little  after 
seven,  breakfasted,  and  was  on  the  road  by  half-past 
eight.  His  first  call  was  at  a  shop  in  South  Bridge 
Street.  I  ought  to  mention  that  the  previous  after- 
noon he  had  received  a  wire  from  his  wife  to  inform 
him  that  the  keys  had  not  been  found  where  he 
indicated  they  would  probably  be  found.  That  was 
on  the  dressing-table,  and  a  careful  search  about  the 
house  had  failed  to  discover  them.  Being  now  pro- 
vided with  a  duplicate  he  was  not  concerned,  though 
he  racked  his  brains  trying  to  determine  what  he 
could  possibly  have  done  with  his  keys;  and,  if  they 
were  lost,  where  he  could  have  lost  them.  But  it 
was  all  useless.  He  could  arrive  at  no  satisfactory 
solution  of  the  mystery. 

He  now  proceeded  to  open  his  case  in  order  to 
display  his  samples  to  the  shopkeeper,  but  judge  his 
amazement  when  he  found  that  with  the  exception  of  a 
few  comparatively  insignificant  trinkets  all  the  valuable 
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property  had  gone.  To  say  that  he  was  dumfoundered 
would  be  no  exaggeration.  He  was  electrified  and 
amazed.  A  daring  and  extraordinary  robbery  had 
been  committed  since  the  previous  afternoon,  and  now 
arose  the  question — "  "Who  was  the  thief  ?  " 

Mr.  Allison's  position  was  an  exceedingly  unpleasant 
and  difficult  one,  and  it  placed  him  in  a  dilemma. 
During  all  the  years  he  had  been  travelling  he  had 
never  lost  anything  of  consequence  before.  Now  a 
large  amount  of  property  had  been  cleared  off  at  one 
fell  swoop,  and  his  business  was  brought  to  a  standstill 
owing  to  his  want  of  the  necessary  samples.  I 
happened  to  be  in  Edinburgh  at  the  time,  and  one  of 
Allison's  customers  who  knew  me  very  well  suggested 
to  him  that  it  was  within  the  bounds  of  probability  I 
might  be  able  to  track  the  stolen  property.  So  Mr. 
Allison  sent  me  an  urgent  message  asking  me  to  call 
upon  him,  which  I  did  without  delay.  Naturally  he  was 
very  much  perturbed,  for  he  seemed  to  fear  that  his  firm 
might  think  he  had  been  careless  in  some  way.  He  re- 
plied without  the  slightest  reservation  to  all  my  questions, 
and  I  gathered  from  him  the  particulars  with  regard  to 
himself  which  I  have  given  in  the  foregoing  pages. 
Necessarily  I  directed  my  inquiries  to  his  proceedings 
on  the  previous  day,  and  he  said  that  the  last  person 
he  called  upon  was  a  jeweller  in  Leith  Walk.  He  had 
his  sample  case  open  there,  but  did  not  do  any  business, 
and  he  returned  straight  to  his  hotel,  arriving  there  at 
half-past  six.  I  suggested  the  possibility  of  the  goods 
having  been  abstracted  between  the  jeweller's  shop  in 
Leith  "Walk  and  the  hotel,  but  he  assured  me  that 
could  not  be,  as  the  caddy  walked  in  front  of  him  all 
the  way  and  he  never  lost  sight  of  him  or  the  case.  On 
arriving  at  the  hotel  he  had  the  case  carried  at  once  to 


1 68  SUSPICION  AROUSED. 

his  room,  and  saw  it  deposited  in  a  cupboard  there  was 
in  the  room.  This  cupboard,  however,  was  without  a 
key,  but  he  did  not  concern  himself  about  that,  for  he 
had  never  lost  anything  before,  and  did  not  suspect  that 
his  property  might  be  in  danger.  Having  washed 
himself  and  changed  his  clothes,  he  went  down  to  the 
dining-room,  where  he  was  joined  by  the  friends  he  had 
invited  to  dinner.  Having  dined,  they  adjourned  to 
the  billiard-room,  where  they  smoked  and  played 
billiards  up  to  twelve  o'clock.  His  friends  then  left  him, 
and  he  went  to  bed,  so  that  he  knew  nothing  about 
his  loss  till  the  following  morning.  As  there  was  no 
reason  to  doubt  the  accuracy  of  his  story,  it  was  made 
evident  that  the  robbery  had  been  committed  between 
the  hours  of  about  7.30  in  the  evening  and  mid- 
night, because  when  he  retired  to  rest  he  locked  and 
bolted  the  door,  and  it  would  have  been  impossible  for 
any  one  to  have  entered  the  room  without  his  knowing 
it.  The  inference  I  drew,  therefore,  was  that  somebody, 
who  knew  the  hotel  well  and  knew  Mr.  Allison's 
business  and  habits,  had  gained  access  to  the  room,  and 
by  means  of  false  keys  had  succeeded  in  abstracting  the 
jiroperty.  It  was  very  obvious  that  the  cases  had  been 
opened  by  keys,  because  the  locks  had  not  been  injured 
in  any  way.  This  argued,  therefore,  on  the  face  of  it 
that  the  thief  had  come  fully  prepared  to  carry  out  his 
project. 

"  I  feel  convinced  in  my  own  mind,  Mr.  Allison,"  I 
said,  when  we  had  freely  discussed  the  affair,  "  that  it  is 
no  local  thief  who  has  carried  off  your  goods." 

"  Who  could  it  be,  then  ?  " 

"  Ah,  I  cannot  quite  answer  that  question  at  present," 
I  replied.  "  But  I  should  say  somebody  has  followed 
you  from  London." 
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He  looked  surprised  and  incredulous. 

"  I  don't  believe  that,"  he  said.  "  I  should  say  it 
was  some  prowling  vagabond  who  was  staying  in  the 
hotel,  and  he  could  not  have  premeditated  this  robbery. 
He  was  probably  sneaking  round  the  different  rooms  in 
search  of  unconsidered  trifles,  and  he  came  across  my 
sample  case  by  accident." 

"  How  did  he  open  it,  then  ?  "  I  asked. 

This  was  a  puzzle  to  Mr.  Allison,  and  he  exclaimed — 

"  By  Jove  !  I  had  forgotten  that." 

"  Of  course  you  had.  Now,  you  say  the  locks  of 
the  cases,  the  inner  and  the  outer,  had  not  been 
tampered  with?" 

"  I  am  perfectly  certain  they  had  not." 

"  How  were  they  unlocked,  then  ?  " 

"  With  keys  that  fitted  the  locks." 

"  Do  you  suppose,  then,  that  it  is  likely  a  casual  thief 
would  be  provided  with  keys  of  the  kind  required  to 
open  your  sample  cases  ?  " 

"  He  might,"  answered  Mr.  Allison,  after  a  pause, 
and  as  if  he  was  disinclined  to  concede  that  my  theory 
was  the  correct  one. 

"  He  might,"  I  repeated  ironically,  "  and  he  might 
not.  I  should  say  the  latter  was  far  and  away  the  most 
probable.  The  thief  who  has  stolen  your  samples  stole 
your  keys  first  of  all  in  London  or  elsewhere." 

"  He  couldn't  have  stolen  them  elsewhere,"  he  inter- 
rupted, "because  I  did  not  stop  anywhere;  and  I  am 
absolutely  convinced  they  could  not  have  been  stolen 
while  I  was  travelling." 

"  Very  well  then,  they  were  stolen  in  London  by 
some  one  acquainted  with  your  movements,  and  that 
somebody  followed  you  here,  waited  his  opportunity, 
and  so  relieved  you  of  the  property.    Now,  you  say  that 
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you  telegraphed  to  your  wife,  under  the  impression  that 
you  had  left  the  keys  on  your  dressing-table." 

"  Yes,  that  is  so." 

"  What  made  you  think  you  had  left  them  there  ?  " 

"  Well,  it  seemed  to  run  in  my  head  that  I  had  done 
so.  But  after  all  it  was  only  a  vague  idea,  and  I  may 
be  wrong." 

"  It  is  probable  that  you  are  right,"  I  answered. 
"  And  it  may  turn  out  that  some  member  of  your 
household  could  throw  a  little  light  on  the  matter." 

Mr.  Allison  seemed  indignant  at  my  even  hinting  at 
such  a  thing.  He  said  it  was  preposterous,  absurd,  and 
a  far-fetched  theory. 

"  It  may  seem  so  to  you,"  I  remarked,  "  but  in  my 
experience  it  is  the  far-fetched  theories  that  generally 
turn  out  to  be  correct.  In  this  instance  it  seems  to  me 
the  loss  of  the  keys  have  a  direct  bearing  on  the 
robbery.  Tou  yourself  can  suggest  no  likely  means  by 
which  your  keys  could  have  gone  astray.  This  reduces 
the  matter  from  the  region  of  mere  speculation,  and 
makes  it  almost  certain  that  the  keys  were  stolen.  That 
being  so,  we  must  find  out  the  person  who  took  them, 
and  then  we'll  get  at  the  jewel  robber." 

My  argument  made  Mr.  Allison  thoughtful,  and  he 
admitted  at  last,  though  not  altogether  willingly,  as  it 
seemed  to  me,  that  I  might  be  right.  But  he  expressed 
himself  quite  unable  to  point  to  any  member  of  his 
household  who  would  have  been  likely  to  have  done 
such  a  thing. 

As  may  well  be  imagined,  he  was  in  great  distress  of 
mind,  for  his  journey  was  rendered  useless  owing  to  his 
want  of  samples ;  but  he  elected  to  make  one  or  two  calls 
in  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow  upon  well-known  customers 
before  he   returned   south.     In  the  meantime,   being 
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urged  by  him  to  take  every  possible  means  to  solve  the 
mystery,  I  interviewed  Jamieson  the  caddy,  but  he 
could  only  corroborate  all  that  his  master  had  told  me 
about  the  loss  of  the  keys.  Jamieson  was  a  worthy, 
honest  enough  fellow,  and  there  was  not  a  shade  of 
anything  to  suggest  that  he  had  been  in  league  with  the 
thief.  My  next  inquiries  were  directed  to  ascertaining 
who  had  slept  in  the  hotel  on  the  night  of  the  robbery. 
It  was  a  large  hotel,  and  tbere  were  many  people  stay- 
ing in  it.  While  not  strictly  a  so-called  commercial 
house,  commercial  travellers  resorted  to  it  on  account  of 
the  comfort  it  afforded,  and  its  central  position.  The 
proprietors  of  the  hotel — who  were  two  brothers — were 
particularly  anxious  that  the  thief  should  be  caught,  as 
they  considered  that  the  reputation  of  their  house  was 
to  some  extent  compromised,  although  Allison. could  not 
be  acquitted  of  contributory  negligence,  inasmuch  as  he 
had  placed  a  large  amount  of  valuable  property  in  an 
unlocked  cupboard.  Nevertheless  the  landlords  were 
very  sensitive  on  the  subject,  and  prepared  to  go  to 
almost  any  length  to  bring  the  robber  to  justice.  They 
therefore  rendered  me  every  possible  assistance,  and 
together  we  carefully  went  over  the  list  of  people  who 
had  stayed  in  the  house  on  the  previous  night.  The 
movements  of  one  of  these  persons  aroused  my  suspicions. 
He  arrived  the  same  day  as  Allison,  and  gave  his  name 
as  John  William  Smith.  On  the  evening  of  the  robbery 
he  left  about  eight  o'clock  for  Stirling,  saying  that  he 
was  going  to  start  the  next  day  on  a  walking  tour 
through  the  Trossachs  and  elsewhere.  He  was  described 
as  a  man  of  about  seven  or  eight  and  twenty,  well-built, 
dark-complexioned,  rather  good-looking,  with  closely 
cropped  hair  and  a  "  military  "  moustache.  His  only 
luggage  consisted  of  a  travelling-bag,  but  he  seemed  to 
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be  well  provided  with  money,  and  paid  his  hotel  bill 
with  a  five-pound  Bank  of  England  note. 

On  gathering  these  particulars,  I  came  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  it  was  important  I  should  learn  something 
more  about  the  movements  of  this  Mr.  John  William 
Smith.  I  therefore  proceeded  to  Stirling,  for  there  was 
no  reason  to  doubt  that  he  had  really  gone  to  Stirling, 
inasmuch  as  the  boots  carried  his  bag — which  was  pretty 
heavy — to  the  station,  placed  it  in  a  second-class  com- 
partment of  the  Stirling  carriage,  and  saw  the  dis- 
tinguished stranger  take  his  seat  and  the  train  move  off. 

On  arriving  at  my  destination,  I  ascertained  that  a 
person  fully  answering  Smith's  description  had  passed 
the  night  at  the  Royal  Hotel,  and  the  next  day,  con- 
trary to  his  statement  that  he  was  going  to  walk  through 
the  Trossachs,  he  booked  a  seat  by  the  coach  and  drove. 
The  coach  that  day  made  the  last  trip  of  the  season,  and 
there  were  very  few  passengers,  therefore  Mr.  Smith 
was  more  conspicuous  than  he  otherwise  would  have 
been,  and  I  easily  followed  his  trail  to  Glasgow.  But 
it  ended  after  he  landed  from  the  steamer  that  took  him 
up  the  Clyde.  I  could  get  no  further  trace  of  him  after 
that. 

Inferentially  it  now  seemed  to  me  highly  probable 
that  Mr.  John  William  Smith  was  the  thief,  and  I 
deemed  it  imperative  that  he  should  be  found,  though 
I  did  not  deem  it  advisable  to  spend  time  in  searching 
for  him  in  Glasgow.  If  my  surmises  were  correct,  it 
was  not  in  the  least  likely  that  he  would  remain  there, 
and  certainly  he  would  not  attempt  to  sell  the  stolen 
property  there.  Now,  if  my  judgment  was  not  at 
fault,  it  was  clear  that  this  man  must  have  known  all 
about  Allison's  movements,  and  he  had  followed  him 
from  London  on  purpose  that  he  might  rob  him,  having 
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ascertained  beforehand  that  he  carried  an  unusual 
amount  of  valuable  samples,  and  what  was  no  less  clear, 
he  had  possessed  himself  of  the  lost  keys ;  I  say  the 
lost  keys  advisedly,  for  the  robbery  occurring  in  con- 
nection with  the  keys  going  astray  was  something  more 
than  a  coincidence,  and  now  came  the  questions — 

"  How  did  Smith  know  of  Allison's  movements  ? 
and  how  did  he  obtain  possession  of  the  keys  ?  " 

These  questions  suggested  the  likelihood  of  Smith 
being  connected,  or  having  been  connected,  wit1! 
Allison's  household  at  Clapham.  So  I  started  at  once 
for  London,  and  within  a  short  time  of  my  arrival  I  had 
learnt  a  good  deal  of  Mr.  Allison's  domestic  arrange- 
ments. Amongst  other  things  that  came  to  my  know- 
ledge was  that  the  youngest  son,  Victor  Bruce,  had 
been  a  source  of  grave  anxiety  to  his  parents.  He  was 
in  his  twentieth  year,  but  young  as  he  was  his  conduct 
and  extravagance  were  disgraceful.  I  have  already 
mentioned  that  he  had  been  at  Oxford.  Some  years  of 
his  life  were  spent  at  the  Charterhouse  Schools,  and 
from  there  he  had  gone  to  Oxford,  where  his  behaviour 
became  so  outrageous  that  he  had  been  expelled  after 
many  ineffectual  attempts  to  reform  him.  Of  courec, 
as  is  usually  the  case,  he  was  the  idol  of  his  mother, 
who,  as  so  many  foolish  women  do  in  connection  with 
their  sons,  looked  upon  his  faults  as  very  venial,  and  tried 
her  best  to  screen  him  from  the  consequences  of  his  folly. 
His  father,  on  the  contrary,  was  very  severe,  and  had 
threatened  to  cast  the  lad  off  and  wash  his  hands  of 
him.  This  had  led  to  a  good  deal  of  friction  between 
the  parents,  the  mother  espousing  her  son's  cause,  and  1  y 
her  acts  unwittingly  encouraging  him  in  his  shameful 
career. 

It   appeared  that  a   few  days  before  Mr.  Allison's 
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departure  for  the  north,  he  had  actually  turned  Victor 
out  of  the  house,  and  forbade  him  to  return  until  he  had 
made  a  solemn  promise  to  reform.  This  had  led  to  a 
scene  between  the  husband  and  wife,  and  subsequently 
— but  unknown  to  his  father — she  admitted  the 
youngster  again,  and  he  was  in  the  house  when  his 
father  set  off  on  his  journey.  To  some  minds  nothing 
of  this  would  have  seemed  to  have  any  bearing  on  the 
case  I  had  in  hand,  but  I  took  quite  a  different  view, 
and  resolved  to  know  a  good  deal  more  about  the 
family  scapegrace  before  I  gave  up  the  trail  I  had 
struck.  It  did  not  occur  to  me  that  the  young  man 
had  committed  the  robbery  himself,  because  he  would 
never  have  been  so  mad  as  to  have  gone  to  the  same 
hotel  as  his  father.  As  regards  his  personal  appearance, 
he  was  tall,  slim,  and  fair,  so  that  he  did  not  answer 
the  description  of  the  man  who  had  journeyed  to  Stirling, 
and  whom  I  had  traced  to  Glasgow  ;  but  what  seemed 
to  me  probable  was  that  he  might  have  been  in  league 
with  the  actual  thief. 

In  a  few  days  it  had  come  to  my  knowledge  that 
young  Victor  Bruce  Allison  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting 
a  certain  lodging-house  near  the  British  Museum,  and 
the  attraction,  as  I  ascertained,  was  a  good-looking 
young  woman,  who  was  known  as  "  Miss  Edith 
Weldon."  She  was  a  ballet  girl  engaged  at  Drury 
Lane  Theatre.  This  discovery  was  interesting  and 
suggestive.  Allison  used  to  go  to  the  theatre  at  night 
to  take  her  home,  and  he  had  succeeded  in  obtaining 
the  entree  behind  the  scenes,  where  he  was  looked  upon 
as  "a  fast  young  fellow  about  town."  Further 
inquiries  on  my  part  brought  to  light  that  Miss  Edith 
Weldon  had  a  bosom  friend  and  confidante  in  the 
person  of  a  "Miss  Leslie  Courtenay,"  also  a  ballet 
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girl ;  and,  by  scraping  acquaintance  with,  this 
young  lady  with  the  high-sounding  name,  I  managed, 
by  a  little  artful  diplomacy,  such  as  has  to  be  resorted 
to  in  cases  of  this  kind,  to  worm  from  her  that  her 
"  dear  friend "  Edith  was  actually  married  to  Yictor 
.Allison.  And  as  Oourtenay  was  present  at  the 
wedding  she  was  able  to  give  me  the  name  of  the 
church  where  the  ceremony  was  solemnized,  and  I  was 
thereby  enabled  to  speedily  confirm  her  statement. 

The  game  had  now  increased  in  interest,  and  I 
shadowed  Yictor  Allison  and  his  young  wife  very  closely 
indeed,  and  one  evening  I  found  myself  seated  at  the 
same  table  with  them  at  a  well-known  restaurant  in 
the  Strand,  where  they  were  supping,  and  I  saw  that 
Mrs.  Allison,  when  she  removed  her  gloves,  was  wear- 
ing a  very  handsome  diamond  ring.  Now,  it  was  a 
very  remarkable  thing  that  a  ballet  girl,  whose  salary 
could  not  exceed  a  guinea  a  week,  and  who  was  the 
wife  of  a  scapegrace  who  had  not  a  penny  of  his  own  to 
bless  himself  with,  should  be  wearing  a  ring  of  such 
considerable  value.  But  it  was  still  more  remarkable 
when  taken  in  connection  with  the  fact  that  amongst 
the  stolen  articles  were  several  diamond  rings.  The 
significance  of  that  could  not  possibly  be  ignored  even 
by  the  most  obtuse.  Before  taking  any  further  steps 
I  deemed  it  my  duty  to  lay  before  Mr.  Allison  the 
result  of  my  researches,  for  I  felt  deeply  for  him,  and 
his  grief  was  extreme  when  he  heard  what  I  had  to  tell 
him.  And  when  he  had  recovered  from  the  first 
shock  he  exclaimed — 

"  Now,  sir,  is  it  your  deliberate  opinion  that  my  son 
has  some  connection  with  the  robbery  ?" 

"  That,  sir,  is  my  deliberate  opinion,"  I  answered. 

The  unhappy  father  seemed  crushed  ;  but  presently 
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he  turned  to  me  with  a  look  of  stern  resolution  in  his 
face,  and  said — 

"  Sir,  although  this  lad  is  my  own  son,  I  will  not 
spare  him,  though  in  punishing  him  I  wrench  my  own 
heart.  But  since  he  is  on  the  down-grade  to  utter 
ruin,  a  check  now  may  save  him ;  therefore,  sir,  do 
your  duty,  and  rest  assured  I  shall  not  shrink  from 
doing  mine." 

Of  course,  as  far  as  I  was  concerned,  I  had  no 
alternative,  unless  the  law  was  to  be  tampered  with,  so 
I  applied  for  and  obtained  a  warrant  for  the  arrest  of 
Victor  Bruce  Allison  and  his  wife.  The  latter  was 
charged  with  having  received  stolen  property,  knowing 
it  to  have  been  stolen.  They  were  both  thunderstruck 
when  I  swooped  down  upon  them,  and  the  woman  with 
hysterical  sobs  and  screams  declared  that  her  husband 
had  given  her  the  ring,  saying  he  had  picked  it  up  in 
the  street,  and  she  further  averred  that  she  was  in 
perfect  ignorance  of  his  having  acquired  any  property 
dishonestly.  The  husband  supported  this  statement ; 
and  as  investigation  did  not  bring  to  light  anything 
that  would  substantiate  the  charge  against  her  she  was 
set  at  liberty 

At  first  young  Allison  seemed  disposed  to  adopt  a 
defiant  attitude,  but  when  he  began  to  realize  the 
dreadful  position  in  which  he  was  placed  his  nerve  gave 
way,  and  he  made  a  clean  breast  of  it,  by  which  it 
appeared  he  had  been  in  desperate  financial  straits,  and 
having  seen  his  father's  keys  lying  on  the  dressing- 
table  where  he  had  left  them,  and  knowing  that  he  was 
starting  on  his  journey  with  a  great  deal  of  valuable 
jewellery,  he  purloined  the  keys,  and  took  a  rascal  into 
his  confidence  by  the  name  of  James  Crane,  who  had 
already  been  in  prison  for  uttering  a  forged  cheque. 
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This  fellow  undertook  to  commit  the  robbery,  and 
under  the  name  of  Smith  he  had  stayed  in  the  hotel  in 
Edinburgh.  His  object  in  going  on  to  Stirling  was,  as  he 
hoped  and  expected,  to  throw  the  pursuers  off  the  scent. 
But  therein  he  defeated  his  own  object.  Of  the  stolen 
property  he  only  handed  over  to  Allison  a  very  small 
quantity,  and  the  rest  he  disposed  of  to  a  fence,  but 
nearly  the  whole  of  this  was  recovered.  Of  course 
Crane  was  arrested,  and  having  suffered  a  previous 
conviction  he  received  a  severe  sentence.  Young 
Allison  got  off  with  the  light  punishment  of  twelve 
months'  hard  labour. 

It  was  a  most  fearful  blow  to  his  family,  and  his 
poor  mother  particularly  was  crushed  into  the  very  dust 
with  grief  and  shame.  It  proved,  however,  a  very 
salutary  lesson  to  him,  and  when  he  had  served  his  time 
he  was  an  utterly  changed  and  contrite  man.  His 
father  sent  him  to  Australia,  where  he  soon  gave 
promise  of  becoming  a  respectable  and  honourable 
citizen.  His  wife,  the  ballet  girl,  having  been 
disillusionized,  and  got  from  him  all  that  she  could 
ever  hope  to  get,  took  herself  off,  and  was  heard  of  no 
more,  which,  under  the  circumstances,  might  be 
considered  a  good  thing.  It  was  a  sad  and  pitiable 
story  altogether,  but  one  which,  alas !  is  by  no  means 
uncommon  in  the  records  of  human  weakness. 
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THE  TRUE  STORY  OF  PERCY  MAPLETON 

LEFROY 

Of  the  many  sensational  trials  which  stand  out  so  con- 
spicuously in  the  criminal  history  of  the  century  that  of 
the  wretch  whose  name  is  at  the  head  of  this  article  is 
certainly  one  of  the  most  extraordinary.  And  though 
a  good  deal  was  made  public  during  the  unfolding  of 
the  strange  tale  before  Sir  John  Coleridge,  the  Lord 
Chief  Justice,  and  a  jury  at  the  Maidstone  Assizes,  on 
the  5th  of  November,  1881,  there  was  much  that  did 
not  come  out,  and  I  now  propose  to  deal  with  the  sup- 
pressed part  of  the  story  in  this  sketch. 

The  man's  right  name  was  Mapleton,  but  for  some 
unexplained  reason  he  had  tacked  "  Lefroy  "  on  to  it ; 
and  it  is  as  Lefroy  that  he  will  go  down  to  posterity  as 
a  heartless  and  cold-blooded  slayer  of  a  fellow-man. 
He  appears  to  have  been  a  member  of  a  respectable 
family,  and  had  received  a  fair  amount  of  education  ; 
but  there  is  little  doubt  that  he  was  spoilt  and  ruined 
by  over-indulgence  and  the  lack  of  that  proper  parental 
authority  which  might  have  guided  him  into  a  path  of 
honour  and  rectitude.  This  indulgence  was  accounted 
for  on  the  grounds  that  he  was  weak  and  delicate.  If 
the  physical  weakness  had  been  accompanied  by  a  desire 
to  distinguish  himself  as  a  man  of  moral  worth  the  in- 
dulgence might  have  been  excused  ;  but  morality  was  a 
thing  he  cared  little  about,  while  his  vanity  was 
so  insufferable  that  there  were  no  lengths  he  would 
not   go   in  order  to  gratify  it.     He  was  particularly 
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anxious  to  see  his  name  in  print,  and  he  believed,  as  so 
many  thousands  do,  that,  although  he  had  never  had 
any  training,  he  could  take  to  literature  as  a  duck  takes 
to  water. 

About  twelve  months  before  he  committed  the  mur- 
der which  brought  him  to  the  gallows,  he  entered  the 
office  of  a  friend  of  mine  who  was  the  editor  of  an  im- 
portant weekly  paper,  and  requested  to  see  the  editor. 
The  time  was  evening,  and  it  happened  to  be  the  busiest 
night  of  the  week  in  the  office,  and  the  paper  had  to  go 
to  press  early  on  the  following  morning.  So  a  message 
was  sent  down  to  the  visitor  with  a  request  that  he 
would  state  his  name  and  business.  Thereupon  he 
handed  in  his  visiting  card,  on  which  was  engraved — 

Mb.  PERCY  MAPLETON  LEFROY, 
Author. 

His  private  address  was  printed  in  one  corner,  and  the 
name  of  a  club  in  the  other.  But  it  was  subsequently 
proved  that  he  was  not  a  member  of  the  club,  although 
he  had  been  proposed  for  membership.  The  card  was 
taken  to  the  editor,  who  sent  word  that  as  he  was  very 
busy  he  could  not  see  Mr.  Lefroy,  but  if  Lefroy  would 
state  his  business  it  would  be  duly  considered.  At  first 
he  seemed  very  much  annoyed  at  this,  but  after  some 
reflection  he  asked  for  writing  materials,  and  these  being 
supplied  he  hastily  scribbled  the  following  note  to  the 
editor — 

"  Dear  Sir, — 

"  I  regret  exceedingly  that  you  decline 
to  see  me,  as  I  wished  to  bring  under  your  notice  a 
subject  of  remarkable  interest,  that  I  propose  to  deal 
with  in  a  masterly  article,  and  I  should  be  glad  to  place 

x  2 
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it  at  your  disposal.  However,  on  a  future  occasion  we 
may  be  able  to  go  into  the  matter.  In  the  meantime, 
I  beg  to  leave  to  your  consideration  two  or  three 
short  sketches,  which  I  hope  you  may  be  able  to  use, 
and  I  will  take  the  liberty  of  calling  upon  you  next 
Monday  week. 

"  Yours  very  truly, 

"  Percy  Mapleton  Lefroy." 

This  letter,  which  is  not  conspicuous  for  either  its 
grammar  or  literary  style,  he  sealed  in  an  envelope  and 
sent  it  upstairs,  together  with  a  packet  of  MS.,  and  that 
done  took  his  departure. 

In  the  interval  that  elapsed  before  Lefroy  called 
again,  the  editor  did  glance  over  the  sketches  left  with 
him.  He  came  to  the  conclusion,  however,  that  they 
were  exceedingly  amateurish,  and  devoid  of  any  signs 
of  literary  ability,  and  he  intended  to  send  them  back 
to  the  writer  and  thus  save  him  the  trouble  of  calling 
again ;  but  a  pressure  of  business  caused  him  to 
forget  to  do  this,  and,  true  to  his  promise,  Lefroy 
returned  at  the  appointed  time.  It  was  Monday,  and 
that  being  a  slack  day  the  editor  told  his  clerk  to  show 
the  visitor  up.  Lefroy  at  this  time  was  about  twenty- 
one  years  of  age.  Under  that  rather  than  over.  He 
was  a  remarkable-looking  youth,  with  a  scowling  and 
rather  sullen  expression  of  face ;  but  under  the 
varying  emotions  of  the  mind  this  gave  place  to  scorn, 
vanity,  or  wounded  pride.  He  was  dressed  in  a  very 
dandified  fashion,  although  the  clothes  he  wore  were 
poor  and  had  seen  much  service.  He  had  two  if  not 
three  common  rings  on  his  fingers,  and  his  cravat  was 
fastened  with  a  very  Brummagem  scarfpin  set  with  a 
flash  diamond.     His  hands  were  covered  with  a  nearly 
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new  pair  of  cheap  dogskin  gloves,  and  he  carried  a  cane 
ornamented  with  a  gilt  knob.  There  was  a  restless 
nervousness  about  him  which  was  peculiar,  and 
attracted  attention,  and  on  entering  the  editorial 
sanctum  he  took  off  one  glove  and  dropped  it  on  the 
floor.  Then  without  being  requested  to  do  so,  he  drew 
up  a  chair  to  the  editor's  desk  and  sat  down  without 
removing  his  hat.  But  suddenly  seeming  to  remember 
it,  he  took  the  hat  off  hurriedly  and  placed  it  on  the 
floor,  but  instantly  caught  it  up  and  put  it  on  his  head 
again  ;  a  moment  after,  however,  he  removed  it  once 
more,  and  then  noticing  his  glove  on  the  floor,  he 
picked  it  up,  threw  it  into  his  hat,  and  stood  his  hat  on 
the  desk. 

All  this  only  occupied  a  few  seconds,  and  my  friend 
was  so  struck  with  the  fellow  that  he  made  a  study  of 
him,  and  then  after  the  murder  had  been  committed  he 
related  this  story  to  me.  He  said  that  the  impression  made 
on  his  mind  by  Lefroy  was  this.  He  thought  he  was  a 
highly  nervous,  irritable  person,  of  a  cruel,  selfish,  reckless 
nature  ;  insufferably  egotistical,  and  capable,  under  the 
influence  of  fancied  wrong,  of  doing  desperate  things. 
This  impression  was  more  than  confirmed  in  the  course 
of  the  interview.  The  editor,  who  was  a  polite  and 
gentle  man,  though  intolerant  of  mere  pretensions, 
informed  his  visitor  that  he  had  read  his  sketches,  and 
could  not  help  coming  to  the  conclusion  that  they  had 
nothing  to  recommend  them,  and  further  than  that  they 
showed  a  want  of  the  rudimentary  knowledge  in  the 
art  of  literary  construction.  He  advised  him,  therefore, 
not  to  waste  his  time  in  futile  endeavours  to  accomplish 
that  for  which  it  was  obvious  he  had  no  ability. 

This  was  said  with  a  kindly  bluntness  to  which 
Lefroy  listened  uneasily,  wriggling  about  in  his  chair, 
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and  occasionally  twisting  the  ends  of  the  scant  mous- 
tache that  was  beginning  to  cover  his  mouth.  His  face 
had  changed  rapidly  in  its  expression,  and  at  last  with 
a  scornful  cuil  of  the  lip,  and  looking  very  pale,  as  if 
from  suppressed  excitement  or  emotion  of  some  kind, 
he  answered — 

"  I  attach  no  importance  to  your  opinion,  sir,  which 
is  the  result  of  stupid  bias  or  prejudice.  You  have 
chosen  to  treat  me  as  if  I  were  a  nincompoop,  but  I 
may  inform  you  that  I  am  a  recognized  journalist,  and 
have  already  gained  some  reputation  as  an  author.  I 
intend — and  mark  this — I  intend  to  make  my 
name  ring  through  the  world.  I  will,  by  God,  though 
I  have  to  commit  murder  to  do  it.  Men  shall  talk 
about  me  from  one  end  of  the  world  to  the  other,  and 
long  after  you  are  dead  and  forgotten  I  shall  be 
remembered." 

Having  thus  delivered  himself,  he  thrust  the  rejected 
MS.  into  his  pocket,  put  his  hat  on  his  head,  and 
hurriedly  left  the  room  without  another  remark.  The 
editor  was  glad  to  get  rid  of  his  rude  and  unwelcome 
visitor,  for  he  set  him  down  as  a  blatant  young  fool 
who  was  not  worth  another  thought.  But  after  the 
murder  was  committed,  and  the  name  of  Lefroy  was 
ringing  throughout  the  land,  as  he  had  predicted  it  would 
do,  my  friend  remembered  that  one  of  the  sketches  he 
had  read  amongst  those  left  with  him  by  Lefroy  dealt 
with  a  murder,  an  old  lady  of  wealth  being  killed  in 
a  railway  carriage  by  a  young  man  who  was  on  the 
verge  of  starvation,  and  who  tried  to  justify  his  wickt  d 
deed — firstly,  by  the  poverty  he  endured,  notwithstand- 
ing that  he  was  gifted  with  genius,  which  the  world, 
however,  declined  to  recognize ;  and  secondly,  because 
the  lady  being  very  old,  her  life  was  all   but   spent ; 
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therefore  it  was  no  crime  to  kill  her  and  thus  anticipate 
the  end  by  a  few  weeks  or  a  few  months  as  the  case 
might  be;  and  thirdly,  on  the  grounds  tbat  genius 
ought  not  to  starve  when  money  could  be  had  for  the 
taking. 

This  theory  and  idea  had  a  very  strange  significance 
when  viewed  in  connection  with  the  barbarous  crime 
for  which  Lef roy  forfeited  his  life  ;  and  another  incident 
which  did  not  come  out  at  the  trial  may  here  be  given, 
and  will  serve  to  illustrate  the  remarkable  vanity  of  the 
youth.     As  near  as  the  time  can  be  fixed,  it  was  about 
two  years  before  the  commission  of  the  deed  that  Lefroy 
made  the  acquaintance  of  an  exceedingly  pretty  girl, 
who   occupied   a  humble   position   as   an  actress  at  a 
London  theatre.     He  had  a  passion  for  the  stage,  and 
had  tried  acting,  but  had  failed  ;    he   had    also   tried 
dramatic    literature    with   an   equal   want   of   success. 
How  he  first  made  the  girl's  acquaintance  is  not  clear. 
She  knew  him  by  tbe  name  of  Arthur  Henry  Nelson, 
and  he  had  the  impudence  to  claim  descent  from  the 
famous  Lord  Nelson,  and  gave  her  to  understand  that 
he  was  entitled  to  a  large  amount  of  property  on  the 
death  of  an  uncle,  who  was  then  eighty  years  of  age. 
The  girl  was  foolish  enough  to  believe  all   this,    and 
when  after  they  had  known  each  other  some  little  time 
he  asked  her  to  become  his  wife.     She  gladly  consented, 
subject   to    his   introducing   her   to   his  relatives  and 
family.     This  he  promised  to  do,  but  subsequently  he 
told  her  that  he  was  sure  if  his  uncle  came  to  hear  that 
he  had  associated  himself  with  an  actress  the  fortune 
would  be  willed  away  elsewhere,  for  the  old  gentleman 
had   a   strong  dislike  to  the  stage  and  all  connected 
with  it.     The  plausibility  of  Lefroy's  story  led  the  girl 
to  believe  that  it  was  true,  but  when  he  urged  her  to 
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marry  him  secretly,  and  vow  on  the  Bible  not  to 
disclose  the  secret  until  he  gave  her  permission  to  do  so, 
she  flatly  and  indignantly  refused,  saying  that  if  his 
friends  did  not  choose  to  recognize  her  openly  the  con- 
nection must  cease,  for  she  •would  not  consent  to  any 
secrecy. 

This  angered  him  very  much,  and,  as  she  was 
inflexible,  he  gave  her  up,  notwithstanding  that  she  had 
from  time  to  time  lent  him  sums  of  money,  amounting 
in  the  aggregate  to  several  pounds,  and  there  is  reason 
to  believe  that  with  the  money  thus  obtained  he  kept 
up  for  a  time  the  character  of  a  well-to-do  young  fellow 
amongst  certain  acquaintances  with  whom  he  frequented 
billiard  rooms  and  other  resorts  of  fast  youth.  Of 
course,  such  false  pretences  as  these  could  only  serve  a 
very  temporary  purpose,  and  when  he  separated  from 
the  young  actress  whom  he  had  so  shamefully  deceived, 
he  fell  into  pecuniary  difficulties  again,  and  he  sought 
to  relieve  his  necessitous  condition  by  applying  to  a  Jew 
moneylender,  who  advertised  extensively  that  he  was 
willing  to  lend  money  on  note  of  hand  only.  This  man 
kept  an  office  near  Charing  Cross,  and  did  a  large 
business  amongst  City  clerks  and  others,  to  whom  he 
lent  sums  varying  from  three  to  ten  pounds  on  bills  of 
exchange,  backed  by  two  or  three  names,  and  for  which 
he  charged  exorbitant  interest. 

To  this  rascal  Lefroy  represented  himself  as  an 
author  and  journalist  in  very  temporary  difficulties 
through  a  little  extravagance,  and  he  endeavoured  to 
get  a  loan  of  twenty  pounds.  Perhaps  it  need  scarcely 
be  said  that  the  money  was  not  forthcoming.  The  Jew 
evidently  did  not  consider  the  position  of  his  would-be 
client  worth  anything.  At  any  rate,  he  didn't  think 
it  was  worth  twenty  pounds   with  about  seventy  per 
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cent,  tacked  on  to  that.  The  negotiations,  therefore, 
fell  through;  hut  it  would  seem  as  if  Lsfroy 
succeeded  in  "  raising  the  wind  "  somewhere  about  that 
time,  for  he  played  the  swell  again  for  a  while,  though 
subsequently  he  returned  to  the  Jew,  and  by  means 
which  were  never  brought  to  light,  he  prevailed  on 
the  Israelite  to  let  him  have  ten  pounds,  for  which 
he  agreed  to  give  a  bill  for  twenty,  and  to  get  it 
endorsed  by  a  person  of  position.  He  took  the  bill 
away,  returning  with  it  in  about  two  days,  and  it 
was  then  endorsed  by  a  highly  respectable  tradesman 
in  business  in  Croydon.  This  endorsement  subsequently 
turned  out  to  be  a  forgery,  but  strangely  enough  the 
moneylender  was  taken  in,  and  he  actually  advanced 
the  ten  pounds,  and  it  may  be  said  that  that  transaction 
drove  the  wretched  youth  in  the  end  to  the  commission 
of  the  crime  for  which  he  died.  Out  of  that  ten 
pounds  Lefroy  purchased  a  dress  suit,  and  nothing  could 
serve  better  than  this  to  illustrate  his  truly  remarkable 
vanity-  In  that- dress  suit  he  swaggered  about  for  a 
while,  and  endeavoured  to  keep  up  the  delusion  that 
he  was  a  young  man  of  means.  But  he  very  soon 
came  to  the  end  of  his  tether,  and  once  more  was 
confronted  with  difficulties,  and  not  the  least  of  them 
was  that  twenty-pound  bill  with  the  forged  endorse- 
ment. It  must  have  preyed  very  much  upon  his 
mind,  and  have  driven  him  to  desperation ;  and  there  is 
no  doubt  that  about  this  time  the  idea  of  enriching 
himself  at  the  expense  of  some  fellow-creature's  life 
had  already  entered  his  mind.  At  a  period  a  little 
antecedent  to  this  he  had  pawned  a  revolver  in  the 
name  of  "William  Lee,  and  it  is  highly  probable  the 
revolver  was  purchased  with  a  portion  of  the  money 
he  had  obtained   from  the    Jew.     Whether   that  was 
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so  or  not,  this  much  is  certain,  on  the  day  that  he 
committed  the  murder  he  took  the  revolver  out  of 
pawn.  It  had  been  pledged  for  five  shillings  only, 
though  how  he  succeeded  in  raising  even  that  small  sum 
was  never  satisfactorily  proved,  but  probably  he 
borrowed  it.  The  27th  of  June,  1881,  was  a  Monday. 
On  every  Monday  for  some  years  a  gentleman  named 
Frederick  Isaac  Gold  had  been  in  the  habit  of  coming  to 
London  from  Brighton,  where  he  lived,  in  order  that 
he  might  receive  certain  moneys  due  to  him.  He 
was  a  retired  tradesman,  and  had  made  his  home  at 
Brighton,  but  he  retained  an  interest  in  a  business  in 
South  London,  which  was  under  the  control  of  a 
manager,  and  Mr.  Gold  made  his  weekly  visits  in  order 
that  he  might  examine  the  books  and  receive  his  share 
of  the  profits,  which  averaged  something  like  £40  a 
week.  On  that  fatal  Monday,  the  27th  of  June,  he  left 
his  home  at  five  minutes  past  eight,  and  reached  London 
before  ten.  He  was  a  season  ticket-holder,  always 
travelled  first  class,  and  was  well  known  on  the  line.  On 
that  particular  day  he  drew  from  his  shop  £38  5s.  6d. 
This  sum,  less  the  5s.  6d.,  he  deposited  with  his 
bankers,  a  branch  of  the  London  and  Westminster. 
It  appeared  that  it  was  his  habit  to  sometimes  take  the 
weekly  money  to  his  London  bank,  and  at  others  to 
convey  it  to  Brighton,  where  he  had  an  account  with  a 
local  bank.  On  the  day  of  his  death,  as  it  chanced,  he 
left  the  money  in  London. 

Percy  Mapleton  Lefroy,  according  to  the  defence, 
knew  nothing  of  all  this.  He  had  never  seen  poor  Mr. 
Gold  in  his  life,  and  had  never  heard  of  him,  so  averred 
his  counsel.  Before  his  death  Lefroy  admitted  that  he 
went  on  the  warpath  seeking  whom  he  might  destroy, 
and  fate  placed  Gold  in  his  way.     He  wanted  to  come 
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across  a  lady  who  might  have  money  in  her  possession. 
He  was  admittedly  a  cowardly  knave,  and  preferred  to 
tackle  one  of  the  weaker  sex  rather  than  one  of  his  own, 
notwithstanding  that  he  was  armed  with  a  loaded 
revolver  containing  six  chambers ;  but  it  was  not  to  be. 
According  to  his  own  account,  he  had  no  intention  to 
take  any  one's  life.  He  only  wanted  to  commit 
robbery,  and  the  revolver  was  to  be  used  as  a  means  of 
enforcing  his  demands. 

The  failure  of  the  prosecution  to  establish  at  the  time 
that  Lefroy  knew  anything  of  Mr.  Grold  and  his  habits 
was  made  much  of  by  the  late  Montagu  Williams,  who 
defended  the  prisoner,  and  who  tried  by  swearing  that 
black  was  white,  and  in  spite  of  the  most  damning 
and  overwhelming  evidence  of  guilt,  to  prove  him  a 
stainless  lamb.  But,  notwithstanding  the  use  of  a  good 
deal  of  cheap  claptrap  and  tawdry  sentiment,  to  which 
Mr.  Williams  was  much  given,  he  quite  failed  to 
impress  either  the  judge  or  the  jury,  and  the  murderer 
was  duly  convicted  after  a  long  and  patient  trial. 
There  are  good  grounds  now,  however,  for  saying  that 
Lefroy  had  become  acquainted  with  Mr.  Grold's 
circumstances  and  his  habits,  and  this  had  probably 
been  brought  about  by  a  vagabond  whom  I  will  refer 
to  under  the  fictitious  name  of  Smith.  He  was  much 
older  than  Lefroy,  and  had  led  a  very  questionable  life. 
He  was  in  the  habit  of  going  about  the  country 
attending  race  meetings,  and  frequently  went  down  to 
Brighton,  where  he  was  courting  a  servant  girl  who 
had  saved  a  little  money,  which  she  had  in  the  bank, 
though,  under  the  impression  that  she  would  become 
his  wife,  she  had  given  Smith  several  pounds  out  of  her 
savings.  This  fellow  and  Lefroy  were,  to  use  a  vulgar 
term,  "  pals."     What  is  more  probable  than  that  Smith 
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had  observed  Mr.  Gold  on  several  occasions,  and  had 
formed  an  opinion  that  he  was  a  man  who  carried  large 
sums  of  money  about  with  him.  He  might  have  given 
the  hint  to  Lefroy,  who  had  followed  it  up  by  watching 
Gold's  movements.  I  do  not  say  that  this  is  irrefutable, 
but  I  have  strong  reason  for  believing  it  true,  and  any 
one  who  will  calmly  peruse  the  evidence,  now  that 
Lefroy  has  been  mouldering  in  his  dishonoured  grave  for 
twelve  years,  cannot  fail  to  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
his  meeting  with  Gold  on  that  memorable  Monday  was 
something  more  than  a  mere  coincidence.  It  is  true 
that  Lefroy,  before  his  execution,  stated  that  he  would 
have  preferred  to  have  met  a  woman,  and,  no  doubt, 
that  was  so  ;  but  there  was  no  woman  there  at  the  time 
who  seemed  likely  to  be  in  possession  of  means,  and  so 
he  devoted  his  murderous  attention  to  poor  Mr.  Gold. 

The  commission  of  the  crime  and  the  incidents 
connected  with  it  were  so  highly  dramatic  that  their 
recapitulation  cannot  fail  to  be  of  interest. 

The  Brighton  express  left  London  Bridge  at  two 
o'clock,  and  by  that  train  Mr.  Gold  almost  invariably 
returned  to  his  home  on  Monday.  About  ten  minutes 
before  the  starting  of  the  train,  Lefroy,  who  had 
purchased  a  first-class  ticket,  presented  himself  on  the 
platform.  He  was  observed  by  the  guard  to  walk  up 
and  down,  and  peer  into  all  the  carriages  as  if  looking 
for  somebody  he  expected.  Then  he  got  into  a  first- 
class  compartment  where  Mr.  Gold  was  already  seated. 
That  act  certainly  did  not  look  as  though  he  was 
utterly  unacquainted  with  Gold,  but  to  any  reasonable 
mind  it  suggests  that  he  was  well  aware  of  Gold's 
habits,  and  was  searching  for  him.  The  carriage  was 
what  is  known  as  a  composite.  That  is,  it  consisted  of 
first  and   second-class  compartments.     The  first  com- 
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partment  nearest  the  engine  was  a  smoking  second ; 
then  came  a  non-smoking  first  •  next,  smoking  first ; 
lastly,  non-smoking  second.  It  was  in  the  smoking 
first  that  the  murderer  and  his  victim  were  seated  when 
the  ticket  collector  came  round  to  examine  the  tickets, 
and  knowing  Mr.  Gold,  he  passed  the  compliments  of 
the  day  to  him,  and  he  noted  that  the  other  passenger 
— Lefroy,  of  course  he  did  not  know  then — was  clad  in 
an  overcoat  though  the  day  was  warm,  and  that  he  kept 
one  hand  in  his  coat  pocket.  Punctually  at  two  the 
signal  was  given ;  the  train  moved  away,  and  to  use 
a  theatrical  simile,  it  might  thus  be  said  the  curtain 
was  rung  up  for  the  first  act  of  the  grim  tragedy.  A 
few  hours  later  all  London  was  to  be  startled  by  a 
report  that  a  crime  of  almost  unparalleled  atrocity  had 
been  committed  in  the  two  o'clock  express  from  London 
to  Brighton,  and  that  the  whole  affair  was  for  the  time 
enshrouded  in  what  seemed  to  be  an  impenetrable 
mystery. 

The  bloodthirsty  young  ruffian,  so  young  in  years 
and  yet  so  old  in  sin,  would  seem  to  have  restrained 
his  murderous  intentions  until  after  Croydon  was 
passed.  The  run  by  the  express  from  London  Bridge 
to  Croydon  occupied  exactly  twenty-three  minutes,  and 
speed  was  slackened  a  little  as  the  train  passed  through 
the  station,  but  once  clear  it  put  on  speed  again,  and 
soon  reached  the  entrance  to  a  tunnel  a  mile  long,  and 
eight  from  Croydon.  At  that  moment  a  passenger 
named  Gibson,  who  was  travelling  in  one  of  the  second- 
class  compartments,  was  startled  by  what  he  thought 
was  the  explosion  of  fog-signals.  There  were  four 
distinct  explosions  in  rapid  succession.  Necessarily 
Gibson  was  astonished  that  fog-signals  should  be  fired 
on  a  perfectly  clear  day,  and  he  thrust  his  head  out  of 
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the  window  to  try  and  learn  the  cause,  but  the  train  had 
already  plunged  into  the  tunnel,  and  all  was  darkness. 
Seven  or  eight  miles  farther  on  is  a  little  place  called 
Horley,  and  close  to  the  line  were  two  or  three  small 
cottages.  A  Mrs.  Brown  and  her  daughter,  who 
occupied  one  of  them,  had  come  to  the  door  to  witness 
the  express  thunder  by,  and  as  it  did  so  they  caught 
sight  of  two  men  in  a  first-class  compartment  standing 
up  and  struggling  fiercely  together.  They  had  but  a 
momentary  glimpse  of  the  scene  as  the  train  flashed 
past,  but  it  troubled  them,  as  they  thought  that 
something  was  wrong — as  in  truth  it  was,  for  the 
murderer  was  doing  his  fiendish  work,  and  the  hapless 
victim  was  battling  with  all  his  failing  strength  for 
his  life— but  after  a  little  while  the  two  women  con- 
cluded that  the  men  were  larking  ;  and  yet  men  do  not 
often  lark  in  such  a  way  in  a  railway  carriage.  But  what 
could  the  women  have  done  ?  Even  if  they  had  reported 
what  they  had  seen,  it  was  too  late  to  save  Mr.  Gold. 

Seven  miles  farther  is  Balcombe  Tunnel,  through 
which  the  train  passed  safely,  and  drew  up  at  a  place 
called  Preston  Park,  which  is  a  mile  and  a  half  from 
Brighton  Station  and  is  a  ticket-collecting  station. 
The  compartment  occupied  by  Gfold  and  Lefroy  when 
the  train  left  London  containel  only  one  passenger 
now,  that  one  Lefroy  He  seemed  to  be  in  a  half- 
fainting  condition  and  presented  a  sorry  sight.  He  had 
a  wound  in  his  head  ;  his  clothes  were  draggled  and 
torn ;  his  collar  was  gone ;  he  was  bareheaded  and 
smothered  in  blood,  while  the  compartment  was  like 
a  shambles  after  a  slaughtering.  Lefroy  attracted  the 
attention  of  a  policeman,  who  spoke  to  the  ticket 
collector,  and  to  that  official  the  blood-stained 
passenger  related  the  following  story : — 
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He  said  that  when  he  left  London  there  were  two 
other  men  in  the  compartment.  One  he  described  as  an 
elderly  man,  and  the  other  as  a  seeming  countryman  of 
about  fifty  years  of  age.  When  the  train  entered  the 
first  tunnel  he  was  attacked  by  the  elderly  man  and 
knocked  insensible,  and  from  that  moment  to  arrival  at 
Preston  Park  he  remembered  nothing  more.  It  seemed 
a  plausible  enough  tale,  and  there  was  certainly  gory 
evidence  enough  that  there  had  been  a  terrible  struggle. 

Lefroy  was  of  course  requested  to  alight,  and  was 
assisted  out  of  the  carriage,  and  as  he  stepped  on  to  the 
platform  it  was  observed  by  the  bystanders  that  part  of  a 
watch-chain  was  hanging  from  his  shoe ;  and  when  he 
was  asked  about  it,  he  said  he  had  placed  his  watch  and 
chain  in  his  shoe  for  safety.  The  watch  and  chain 
were  removed,  and  no  one  suspecting  the  truth  of  the 
ruffian's  story,  he  was  allowed  to  retain  possession  of  the 
articles. 

When  the  train  had  gone  on,  Lefroy  was  taken  to 
the  Town  Hall,  where  he  had  to  make  a  detailed  state- 
ment, which  was  taken  down,  and  which  he  signed. 
Throughout  this  trying  ordeal,  and  though  his  hands 
were  reeking  with  the  victim's  blood,  he  conducted 
himself  with  such  coolness  and  self-possession  that  no 
suspicion  was  aroused,  and  he  was  commiserated  with, 
and  removed  at  once  to  the  hospital,  where  his  wound 
was  dressed,  and  that  done,  he  expressed  a  desire  to 
return  to  his  home,  which,  he  said,  was  at  Wallington, 
near  Croydon,  where  he  resided  with  his  second  cousin, 
and  so  he  was  permitted  to  return  by  the  next  train. 

While  these  things  were  being  enacted  at  Preston 
Park,  evidence  was  forthcoming  that  there  had  been  a 
ghastly  tragedy  on  the  line ;  for  a  platelayer  having 
some  business  in  the  Balcombe  Tunnel,  forty  minutes 
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after  the  London  express  had  passed  through,  found  at 
the  entrance  the  body  of  a  dead  man.  There  were 
unmistakable  signs,  that  a  child  could  not  have  over- 
looked, of  the  gentleman  having  been  shot  in  the  neck. 
Further  than  that,  the  body  bore  several  terrible  knife 
wounds.  Of  course  the  platelayer  made  his  discovery 
known  as  speedily  as  possible.  The  body  was  removed 
to  a  signal  cabin,  and  the  news  telegraphed  up  and 
down  the  line.  Much  about  the  same  time,  or  a  little 
earlier,  another  platelayer  discovered  a  hat  on  the  up 
line  at  a  place  called  Burgess  Hill,  which  is  about  forty 
miles  from  London ;  and  at  a  spot  named  Hassock's 
Grate  a  young  woman  employed  on  some  labour  in  a 
field  close  to  the  line  saw  an  umbrella  lying  on  the 
railway  track,  and  that  umbrella  turned  out  to  have 
belonged  to  Mr.  Gold.  When  the  body  of  the  dead 
man  was  further  examined,  and  his  pockets  searched,  it 
was  noted  that  he  had  no  watch  or  chain.  Still  a 
little  later  a  second  hat  was  picked  up  on  the  line,  and 
that  hat,  as  it  turned  out,  belonged  to  Lefroy. 

When  the  telegraphic  news  of  the  finding  of  the 
dead  body  reached  Preston  Park,  Lefroy  had  left  for 
Wallington,  but  the  precaution  had  been  taken  to  send 
two  policemen  with  him.  At  one  of  the  stopping 
places  one  of  the  Company's  inspectors  got  into  the 
carriage,  and  said  aloud,  so  that  Lefroy  should  hear 
it— 

"  I  understand  that  the  mutilated  body  of  a  gentle- 
man has  been  found  in  Balcombe  Tunnel.  He 
appears  to  have  been  shot  and  stabbed,  and  all  his 
valuables  are  gone." 

The  official  watched  Lefroy's  face  as  he  made  the 
announcement,  but  he  betrayed  no  signs  of  being  either 
startled  or  alarmed.     He  merely  remarked  faintly — . 
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"  That,  then,  must  be  the  work  of  the  elderly  man 
who  attacked  me,  and  I  hope  that  not  a  moment  will  be 
lost  in  trying  to  find  him." 

It  seems  almost  incredible  that  after  this  revelation 
of  a  tragedy  any  one  should  have  bungled,  but  so  it  was ; 
and  had  the  murderer  been  provided  with  means  and 
been  a  little  shrewder  he  might  have  got  clear  off,  for 
the  policemen,  having  conducted  him  to  the  house  in 
Wallington,  and  proved  conclusively  that  he  lived  there, 
left  him.  Then  he  saw  his  opportunity,  and  availed 
himself  of  it.  Having  told  the  same  story  to  his  rela- 
tive that  he  told  at  Preston  Park,  he  went  out  saying 
that  he  was  going  to  see  a  doctor,  as  he  felt  very  ill,  and 
would  be  back  in  the  course  of  half  an  hour.  But 
neither  on  that  day,  nor  the  next,  nor  the  next,  did  he 
come  back.  He  had  obtained  very  little  money  by  the 
murder  of  Mr.  Grold,  who  only  had  between  £2  and  £3 
in  his  pockets,  but  before  leaving  his  cousin's  house 
Lefroy  helped  himself  to  some  of  her  money,  taking  £3, 
so  that  he  was  in  possession  of  between  £5  and  £6,  and 
with  that  sum  he  might  have  gone  to  the  farthest  ends 
of  the  kingdom,  not  that  that  would  have  helped  him 
much,  but  as  will  be  seen  from  what  follows,  if  he  had 
been  a  man  of  greater  resource  he  could  possibly  have 
escaped  the  punishment  that  overtook  him. 

What  became  of  him  between  the  night  of  that  dreadful 
day — the  day  of  the  murder,  that  is  the  27th  of  June — 
and  the  30th  of  June  was  never  proved  in  actual  evidence, 
and  his  movements  were  shrouded  in  mystery.  But  there 
are  good  grounds  now  for  saying  that  he  made  his  way 
to  a  house  on  the  south  side  of  London,  where  resided  a 
young  woman  with  whom  he  had  been  very  intimate, 
and  who  was  very  much  attached  to  him.  What  story 
he  told  her  will  never  be  known ;   but  it  is  probable, 
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highly  probable,  that  she  knew  something  dreadful  had 
occurred,  and  that  he  had  been  mixed  up  in  it.  For  the 
next  day  the  papers  were  full  of  the  crime.  It  formed 
splendid  "  copy  "  for  them,  and  such  a  chance  was  not 
to  be  thrown  away.  It  was  a  sensation  of  sensations ; 
and  then  there  was  the  mystery  of  Lefroy's  disappear- 
ance. It  was  just  the  sort  of  case  that  the  public 
gloat  over  and  revel  in ;  a  case  that,  had  it  been 
invented  by  the  fiction-writer,  would  have  aroused  his 
critics  to  wrath.  But  here  was  a  romance  of  real  life 
that  outstripped  anything  the  fictionist  was  capable  of 
conjuring  up  from  his  inner  consciousness,  and  the 
papers — the  high  and  mighty  and  respectable  papers 
that  deem  it  their  bounden  duty  to  cry  down  and  write 
down  anything  in  the  shape  of  "  sensation "  that  the 
novel-writer  may  indulge  in — vied  with  each  other  in 
their  efforts  to  leave  no  ghastly  detail  untold.  And 
one  paper  having  an  enormous  circulation  started  off  a 
correspondent  immediately  the  news  came  through,  with 
his  pockets  laden  with  gold,  and  he  was  instructed  to 
spare  not  the  gold  in  his  endeavour  to  get  from  officials 
and  others  every  scrap  of  information.  Edition  after 
edition  of  the  newspapers  was  issued ;  the  "  evenings  " 
did  a  roaring  trade,  and  as  fast  as  ever  they  could  be 
produced  they  were  bought  up.  From  one  end  of  the 
land  to  the  other  was  heard  the  hue  and  cry,  and  on 
everybody's  lips  was  the  question — "  Where  is  Lefroy  ?  " 
and  echo  answered  "  Where  ?  " 

His  relatives  at  Croydon  were  visited  and  watched. 
They  were  subjected  to  the  most  inquisitorial  question- 
ing, but  they  could  give  no  information  about  the  missing 
man,  for  they  were  as  ignorant  of  his  whereabouts  as  every 
one  else,  save  one  person ;  that  person  was  the  young 
woman  I  have  referred  to.     She  did  not  give  him  away, 
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though  it  is  impossible  to  suppose  that  she  could  have 
remained  in  ignorance  that  he  was  very  much  wanted. 

On  the  30th,  however,  he  saw  reason  to  change  his 
quarters.  They  were  getting  too  hot  for  him  perhaps,  or 
maybe  the  lady  who  had  afforded  him  shelter  was  becom- 
ing alarmed,  and  may  have  urged  him  to  go.  At  any  rate, 
he  disguised  himself  and  fled  east.  That  is,  he  went  to 
Stepney,  which  is  in  the  eastern  part  of  the  Great 
Babylon,  and  in  Smith  Street  he  obtained  lodgings  in 
the  house  of  a  Mrs.  Bickers.  He  gave  his  name  as 
Clarke,  said  that  he  was  an  engineer,  and  had  come  up 
to  London  to  look  for  work.  There  were  other  lodgers 
in  the  house,  but  he  scrupulously  avoided  them,  and  no 
living  soul  in  that  household  seems  to  have  had  so  much 
as  the  shadow  of  suspicion  that  the  roof  was  sheltering 
the  murderer  of  Mr.  Gold,  who  had  been  so  foully  done 
to  death  on  the  Brighton  railway. 

A  whole  week  passed  and  he  remained  secure,  and 
might  have  continued  to  remain  so  for  some  time  longer, 
had  it  not  been  for  his  own  fatuousness.  It  is  needless 
to  say  the  country  was  being  scoured.  Detectives, 
amateurs  and  professionals,  were  doing  their  level  best 
to  tract  the  suspected  man  down.  The  papers,  of  course, 
kept  the  excitement  up.  The  most  sensational 
rumours  were  put  forth  one  hour  to  be  contradicted  the 
next,  and  the  most  extravagant  theories  were  indulged 
in.  It  is  somewhat  curious,  however,  that  the  idea  of 
suicide  seems  to  have  found  but  few  supporters.  The 
prevailing  opinion  was  that  he  had  escaped  to  the  Con- 
tinent, and  this  opinion  was  supported  by  a  good  many 
of  the  papers.  It  was  also  shared  to  some  extent  by 
the  authorities  of  Scotland  Yard,  for  two  detectives 
were  despatched  to  France,  and  Lefroy's  description 
was  circulated  pretty  freely  throughout  Europe. 

o  2 
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Of  course,  in  the  meantime,  Mr.  Gold's  body  had 
been  identified ;  all  that  could  be  got  hold  of  regarding 
him  had  seen  the  light  of  publicity,  and  his  unhappy 
widow  was  pestered  with  the  attentions  of  numerous 
correspondents  of  various  papers.  The  inquest  was 
held,  and  a  verdict  of  wilful  murder  returned  against 
Lefroy.  The  medical  evidence  proved  conclusively  that 
the  victim  had  been  shot  and  stabbed.  But  though  the 
most  exhaustive  search  was  made  for  miles  on  each  side 
of  the  line  neither  knife  nor  revolver  was  found,  nor 
ever  has  been  found  up  to  the  present  hour.  Having 
killed  Mr.  Grold,  the  murderer  tossed  his  body  out  of 
the  carriage,  and  between  Balcombe  and  Preston  Park 
there  is  or  was  much  marsh  land  and  many  ponds. 
The  weapons  must  have  been  hurled  into  one  of  these 
marshes  or  ponds ;  and  if  the  wretch  could  have  got  rid 
of  his  victim's  body  as  effectually  as  he  got  rid  of  the 
weapons  that  slew  him,  the  Brighton  Railway  tragedy 
would  have  remained  a  mystery  probably  up  to  the 
present  day.  But,  as  every  wilful  slayer  of  his  fellow- 
man  finds  out  to  his  cost,  a  dead  body  is  a  terrible 
thing  to  dispose  of.  Neither  in  the  earth  nor  the 
waters  that  cover  the  earth  can  it  be  hidden  for  long. 
It  betrays  its  presence  at  last,  and  mutely  cries  for 
vengeance  on  the  slayer. 

Nearly  a  fortnight  had  now  passed,  and  Lefroy  had 
not  been  captured.  A  sleepless  vigilance  had  been  kept 
on  the  house  at  Wallington,  and  not  a  letter  was 
delivered  there  nor  one  sent  away  the  contents  of  which 
were  not  known  to  the  authorities.  Strangely  enough, 
however,  it  was  not  known  that  he  had  passed  the  night 
of  his  flight  and  the  next  two  nights  and  days  in  that 
house  in  South  London.  If  that  fact  had  been  revealed, 
and  a  watch  kept  up  there,   much  might  have  been 
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brought  to  light,  and  his  hiding  place  discovered  before 
he  himself  betrayed  it. 

During  the  time  he  was  lodging  in  Smith  Street, 
Stepney,  he  only  went  out  of  doors  twice.  The  agony 
of  mind  he  suffered  during  those  terrible  days  will 
never  be  known.  And  yet  there  are  some  grounds  for 
believing  that  he  considered  himself  safe.  He  was 
known  to  peruse  the  papers  diligently,  and  therefore  he 
was  fully  alive  to  the  extraordinary  exertions  that  were 
being  made  to  capture  him,  and  he  must  have 
experienced  curious  sensations  when  he  gathered  that 
it  was  by  the  merest  chance  Mr.  Gold  had  not  been  in 
possession  of  a  large  sum  of  money  at  the  time  of  his 
death.  As  I  have  already  stated,  the  defence  tried  by 
every  possible  means  to  prove  that  not  only  was  Lefroy 
entirely  innocent,  but  a  victim  himself,  and  that  he 
knew  nothing  whatever  of  Mr.  Gold.  That  theory, 
however,  would  not  hold  water.  He  had,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  made  himself  acquainted  with  Gold's  habits,  and 
had  he  selected  the  preceding  Monday  for  the  murder, 
he  might  have  secured  nearly,  if  not  quite,  fifty  pounds 
from  his  victim.  As  it  was,  he  had  committed  the 
atrocious  crime  for  a  paltry  sum  that  was  soon  exhausted, 
and  then  he  was  forced  to  give  himself  away 

One  day,  when  all  the  exertions  of  police  and  detec- 
tives had  proved  unavailing,  he  sent  the  servant  girl  at 
the  Smith  Street  house  to  the  post-office  with  a  telegram. 
That  telegram  was  sent  in  the  name  of  Clarke,  and  it 
was  received  by  a  person  who  had  an  office  in  Gresham 
Street,  City.  The  following  was  the  wording  of  the 
message — "  Please  send  my  wages  to-night  without  fail 
about  eight  o'clock.     Flour  to-morrow.     Not  33." 

There  was  a  mystery  shrouded  in  that  despatch,  and 
that  mystery  was   never   entirely   cleared  up.     It  is 
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needless  to  say  that  no  wages  were  due  to  him.  "  Flour 
to-morrow  "  was  a  blind,  and  "  Not  33  "  had  reference 
to  an  address  known  to  the  receiver  ;  and  there  is  little 
doubt  that  the  address  was  that  of  a  house  in  South 
London.  Therefore,  the  natural  inference  is  that  the 
person  to  whom  the  message  was  sent  was  in  collusion 
with  the  murderer.  But  if  that  was  so,  he  could  hardly 
have  been  aware  that  he  was  living  at  Stepney,  for  as 
soon  as  he  received  the  telegram  he  communicated  with 
Scotland  Yard,  for  he  could  not  be  indifferent  to  the 
danger  he  himself  ran  in  doing  anything  that  could  be 
construed  into  an  attempt  to  assist  Lefroy  in  defying 
the  law.  Now,  as  it  happened  that  he  was  a  relative  of 
the  criminal's,  it  must  have  cost  him  a  good  deal  of 
mental  suffering  to  have  to  place  the  hangman's  noose 
round  his  neck,  but  there  was  no  help  for  it.  A  foul 
and  horrible  crime  had  been  committed,  and  the  life  of 
a  defenceless  old  gentleman  savagely  taken.  The  law 
therefore  demanded  vengeance,  and  any  one  trying  to 
defeat  that  would  incur  a  heavy  punishment.  So 
Lefroy's  relative  lost  no  time  in  betraying  him,  as  he 
was  bound  to  do.  It  was  a  July  evening,  hot,  clear, 
and  beautiful.  The  setting  sun  had  transfigured  even 
the  squalid  surroundings  of  East  London,  and  the  roofs 
and  chimney-pots  had  caught  a  shimmer  of  gold.  In 
every  alley  and  street  were  heard  the  laughter  and 
shouts  of  happy  children — happy  in  spite  of  the  poverty 
and  wickedness  that  surrounded  them.  Working  men, 
tired  after  their  day's  labour,  sat  at  the  doors  of  then' 
houses  in  their  shirt-sleeves  and  smoked  the  pipe  of 
peace,  while  squalid  women,  with  white-faced  babies  in 
their  arms,  gossiped  to  each  other ;  and  very  likely,  in  not 
a  few  instances,  the  Brighton  Railway  tragedy  and  the 
escape  of  the  murderer  formed  the  subject  of  conversation. 


THE  TRUE  STORY  OF  PERCY  MAPLETON  LEFROY.   199 

Anxious  and  restless,  the  hunted  man  waited  the 
result  of  his  telegram,  and  there  is  not  a  doubt  that  he 
fully  expected  to  receive  some  money  that  evening. 
His  feelings  may,  therefore,  be  judged  when  between 
seven  and  eight  two  officers  in  plain  clothes  proceeded 
to  the  house  in  Smith  Street  and  arrested  him.  They 
saw  the  landlady  first,  and  asked  if  she  had  a  lodger  by 
the  name  of  Clarke.  Of  course  she  answered  yes,  and 
was  going  to  call  him  down  from  his  room,  which  was 
upstairs,  when  they  stopped  her  and  said  they  would  go 
up  themselves.  They  found  the  door  locked,  but  one 
tapped  lightly,  and  Lefroy,  who  had  been  lying  on  the 
bed  with  only  his  shirt  and  trousers  on,  and  without 
boots,  sprang  up  and  opened  the  door  quickly,  believing 
that  the  expected  money  had  been  brought.  But  when 
he  beheld  two  stalwart-looking  men  he  knew  that  he 
was  doomed.  His  face  blanched  to  an  ashen  grey,  his 
lips  turned  blue,  and  he  glanced  nervously  round  the 
room  as  if  in  search  of  some  means  of  escape. 

Means  there  were  none,  however.  All  was  hopeless 
now,  and  the  shadow  of  the  gallows  there  and  then  fell 
upon  him. 

"  Your  name  is  Percy  Mapleton  Lefroy,"  said  one 
of  the  officers,  laying  his  heavy  hand  on  the  fellow's 
shoulder,  "  and  we  arrest  you  on  suspicion  of  having 
murdered  Mr.  Gold  on  the  Brighton  Railway  on  the 
27th  of  June  last." 

"  I  am  innocent,"  stammered  Lefroy. 

"  I  hope  so,"  said  the  officer,  "  and  trust  you 
will  prove  it ;  but  it  is  my  duty  to  take  you  in 
charge." 

The  murderer  made  no  further  remark,  but  proceeded 
to  dress  himself ;  and  while  one  of  the  men  never  took 
his  eyes  off  him,  the   other   searched   the   room,  and 
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discovered  a  false  beard,  a  wig,  and  a  bottle  of  dye  for 
darkening  the  eyebrows  and  moustache.  Some  pawn- 
tickets were  also  found  in  Lefroy's  possession,  and  one 
of  these  referred  to  a  dress  suit.  By  this  time  it  had 
become  known  in  the  bouse  that  Mr.  Gold's  murderer 
had  found  shelter  there  for  so  many  days,  and  the 
excitement  was  intense ;  but  before  it  could  communi- 
cate itself  to  the  neighbourhood  generally,  the  officers 
bad  secured  a  cab,  and  placing  their  prisoner  in  it,  they 
took  their  seats  beside  him  and  drove  to  the  police- 
station,  and  from  that  moment  it  was  destined  that 
Lefroy  was  never  to  be  lost  sight  of,  sleeping  or  waking, 
by  the  law's  representatives,  until  the  fatal  moment 
when  the  floor  of  the  scaffold  fell  from  beneath  his  feet 
and  he  was  launched  into  eternity.  That  was  not  to  be, 
however,  for  some  time.  Afterthe  police  court  formalities, 
he  was  duly  committed  to  take  his  trial  on  a  charge  of 
wilful  murder,  and  he  was  removed  to  Maidstone  County 
Jail,  the  crime  having  been  committed  in  the  county  of 
Kent.  There  he  lay  for  nearly  five  months,  and  during 
that  time  his  relatives  left  no  stone  unturned  to  try  and 
secure  his  acquittal.  The  services  of  a  well-known 
solicitor  were  engaged,  and  he  busied  himself  in  getting 
up  such  evidence  as  might  be  likely  to  avail  the  prisoner 
in  the  desperate  circumstances  in  which  he  was  placed. 
The  late  Montagu  Williams  was  retained  as  counsel, 
and  associated  with  him  were  two  juniors.  In  such  a 
case  juniors,  of  course,  occupy  much  the  some  position 
as  jackals  do  with  regard  to  lions.  They  have  to 
provide  the  great  man  with  materials  for  the  defence, 
and  do  what  may  be  described  as  the  drudgery.  They 
have  to  find  out  as  much  as  they  possibly  can  that  is 
adverse  to  the  witnesses  on  the  other  side ;  for  it  is  part 
and  parcel  of  a  lawyer's  trade  to  blacken  the  character 
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of  a  hostile  witness,  and  the  more  he  can  do  so  the 
better  he  likes  it. 

During  the  time  that  the  prisoner  was  incarcerated 
in  Maidstone  Jail  awaiting  his  trial,  he  must  have 
felt  the  terrible  shadow  lying  upon  him,  and 
in  his  desperate  despair  he  managed,  by  means 
which  were  never  revealed,  to  get  the  following  singular 
letter  smuggled  out  of  prison.  It  bore  date,  Monday, 
October  17th,  1881,  and  was  addressed  to  a  person 
whose  residence  was  in  South  London.  That  person 
was  the  one  in  whose  house  he  stayed  during  those 
three  days  after  his  flight  from  "Wallington.  The 
letter  ran  as  follows  : — 

"  My  darling  Annie, — 

"  I  am  getting  this  posted  secretly  by  a 
true  and  kind  friend,  and  I  trust  you  implicitly 
to  do  as  I  ask  you.  Dearest,  should  Grod  permit 
a  verdict  of  guilty  to  be  returned,  you  know  what 
my  fate  must  be  unless  you  prevent  it,  which  you  can 
do  by  assisting  me  in  this  way.  Send  me  (concealed 
in  a  common  meat-pie,  made  in  an  oblong  tin  cheap 
dish)  a  saw  file,  six  inches  or  so  long,  without  a 
handle;  place  this  at  bottom  of  pie,  embedded  in 
under  crust  and  gravy.  And  now,  dearest,  for  the 
greater  favour  of  the  two.  Send  me  in  centre  of  a 
small  cake,  like  your  half-crown  one,  a  tiny  bottle 
of  prussic  acid,  the  smaller  the  better ;  this  last  I 
believe  you  could  obtain  from  either  Drs.  Green  or 
Cressy,  for  destroying  a  favourite  cat.  My  darling, 
believe  me  when  I  say,  as  I  hope  for  salvation,  that 
this  last  should  only  be  used  the  last  night  allowed 
me  by  the  law  to  live,  if  it  comes  to  that  extremity. 
Never,  while    a    chance    of   life    remained,   would    I 
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use  it,  but  only  as  a  last  resource.  It  would  be  no 
suicide  in  (rod's  sight,  I  am  sure.  Dearest,  I  trust 
in  this  matter  to  you  to  aid  me.  I  will  face  my 
trial  as  an  innocent  man  should,  and  I  believe  (rod 
will  restore  me  to  you  once  more  after  this  fearful 
lesson ;  but  should  He  not,  the  file  would  give  a  chance 
of  escape  with  life,  while,  if  both  failed,  I  should  still 
save  myself  from  dying  a  felon's  death  undeserved. 
By  packing  these,  as  I  say,  carefully,  sending  with 
them  a  tin  of  milk,  &c,  no  risk  will  be  incurred,  as 
many  things  are,  comparatively  speaking,  never 
examined.  Get  them  yourself  soon,  and  relieve  me, 
and  direct  them  in  a  feigned  hand  without  any 
accompanying  note.  If  you  receive  tbis  safely  and 
will  aid  me,  by  return  send  a  post-card  saying — '  Dear 
P.,  Captain  Lefroy  has  returned.'  Send  them  by 
Friday  morning  at  latest.  If  not  P  A.,  get  arsenic 
powder  from  Hart  or  other  (or  through  Mrs.  B.) ; 
wrap  up  in  three  or  four  pieces  of  paper.  Grod  bless 
you,  darling.  I  trust  you  trust  me.  I  can  conceal 
several  small  things  about  me  in  safety." 

A  good  deal  of  Lefroy's  character  is  revealed  in  the 
foregoing.  Cunning,  hypocrisy,  and  the  power  to  lie 
like  truth,  are  all  very  apparent.  He  felt  that  his  doom 
was  certain  when  he  penned  that  truly  remarkable 
letter ;  though  how  he  expected  that  the  possession  of  a 
file  would  have  enabled  him  to  break  out  of  Maidstone 
Jail  is  inexplicable.  The  prussic  acid  or  arsenic  powder, 
could  he  have  got  hold  of  them,  would  have  been  a 
more  effectual  means  of  cheating  the  hangman.  But 
his  wish  was  not  to  be  gratified,  as  will  be  gathered 
from  the  answer  that  was  sent  to  his  letter.  That 
answer  was   dated   October   23,   1881,   and  it  ran  as 
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follows.  It  was  written  in  a  very  womanly  hand,  with 
a  great  deal  of  underlining  of  words,  but  the  writer  was 
evidently  a  person  of  some  education. 

"  My  ever  dearest  Percy, — 

"  I  am  writing  this,  hoping  that  will 

do  me  the  great  kindness  of  taking  it  to  you,  because  I 
may  not  have  another  opportunity.  First,  I  must  tell  you 
that  the  delay  about  what  you  mentioned  has  happened 
through  our  being  told  that  only  two  shops  in  London 
make  them,  but  trust  before  you  have  this  it  will  have 
arrived  safely ;  if  so,  say  in  your  next.  The  little 
basket  with  butter,  &c,  came  safely.  As  to  the  other 
thing,  oh,  my  darling,  my  heart  is  almost  torn  with 
agony  as  to  what  to  do  about  it.  To  think  that  I 
should  be  the  means  of  putting  you  out  of  the  world, 
or  to  think  it  is  I  who  leave  you  to  an  awful  fate. 
Darling,  can  a  suicide  repent  ?  What  is  anything 
compared  to  our  future  happiness  or  misery  ?  Grod  can 
and  will  pardon  all  sins,  the  blackest  and  worst,  if  we 
are  only  sorry,  and  believe  in  His  power  to  save  ;  but 
how  about  one  you  have  no  time  to  be  sorry  in  ?  In 
any  case,  I  could  not  get  it  from  those  you  mention, 
nor  the  P.  A.  from  Hart.  If  I  were  alone,  no  risk  I 
incurred  for  your  sake  I  should  think  of  for  a  moment ; 
but  it  would  be  dreadful  for  the  poor  little  ones  were  I 
taken  from  them  for  years,  as  I  should  surely  be  were 
it  traced.  I  thought  of  Julia,  but  do  not  know  whether 
it  would  be  safe  ;  say  what  you  think.  If  the  worst 
happens,  shall  we  be  allowed  to  see  you  once  in  a  room  ? 
It  would  be  time  then.  Darling,  you  know  I  would  do 
anything  for  you  I  could,  or  that  would  not  be  bad  for 
you ;  but  your  soul  is  dearer  and  more  precious  than 
your  body,  and  my  one  great  and,  indeed,  only  comfort 
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will  be  in  looking  forward  to  the  time  when  we  shall 
meet  again.  My  love,  if  it  were  not  for  this  hope  my 
misery  would  be  unbearable.  Oh,  do  turn  to  Him  in 
this  time  of  awful  trouble ;  His  arms  are  open  to  you. 
Whatever  the  verdict  of  the  world  may  be,  our  dear 
mothers  will  rejoice  to  have  you ;  only  confess  all  you 
have. to  confess  to  Him,  who  is  able  to  save  to  the  utter- 
most, and  believe  in  His  love.  You  know  you  have 
done  many  wrong  things,  and  might  gone  from  bad  to 
worse  if  tbis  frightful  calamity  had  not  stopped  you. 
I  think,  certainly,  you  have  had  some  bad  friend,  and 
would  be  glad  to  know  this — was  it  Lambton  ?  Are 
you  shielding  anybody  ?  My  theory  is  this.  Wanting 
means,  the  sight  of  the  *****  was  a  great  temptation, 
and  unexpected  resistance  caused  the  rest;  if  this  is 
correct  some  time  or  otber  say,  '  Wbat  you  surmised  in 
your  last  is,  I  fancy,  correct,'  or  something  like  that,  so 
that  I  may  understand.  My  own  dear  one,  I  cannot 
fancy  it  pre-arranged,  but  of  course  I  know  something 
about  the  ******  that  no  no  one  else  does,  and  it  is 
that  in  a  great  measure  that  fills  me  with  such  sickening 
dread  and  wretchedness  for  your  sake.  My  darling, 
what  did  you  want  money  so  much  for  ?  Wouldn't  it 
be  a  comfort  to  tell  some  one  everything  you  know  ?  I 
would  guard  your  honour  as  my  own,  and  all  would  be 
safe  with  me.     Tbink  it  over,  and  if  what  we   dread 

happens,    write   me   a  few  lines   by   Mr. who,  I 

know,  will  give  it  to  me  unopened.  In  any  case,  your 
name  and  memory  will  ever  be  amongst  those  most- 
loved  and  cherished  by  our  dear  little  ones,  as  well  as 
ourselves,  who  know  and  love  you  now.  Do  you  still 
wish  for  a  likeness  of  V  C.  ?  One  thing  more.  Has  any- 
thing I  have  ever  said  or  done,  or  left  unsaid  or  undone, 
helped  you  to  do  wrong  ?     I  feel  bitterly  that  I  have 
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not  been  the  friend  I  might  have  been  in  speaking 
more  openly,  &c,  but  I  feared  to  hurt  your  feelings. 
Grood-bye,  my  dearest,  dearest  Percy.  Pray  without 
ceasing  that  you  may  yet  be  restored  to  us  in  this 
world.     Grod  bless  and  comfort  you. 

"  Your  ever-loving  and  heart-broken, 

"  Annie. 

"  P.S. — I  have  tried  through  Smith  to  get  a  witness 
for  third  person,  but  as  yet  have  failed.  All  I  can  do 
I  will,  you  may  be  sure.  My  belief  in  your  innocence 
is  genuine,  for  I  feel  certain  it  was  not  intended.  If  by 
any  merciful  chance  you  succeeded  with  the  implement, 
how  should  we  know  to  bring  you  things,  &c.  ?" 

Now,  there  are  several  points  that  will  strike  the 
observant  reader  as  he  peruses  this  astounding  epistle, 
and  he  will  naturally  ask  what  manner  of  woman  was 
it  who  could  write  in  such  a  strain  to  a  brutal,  cold- 
blooded murderer  such  as  Lefroy  was.  She  lavishes  on 
him  all  sorts  of  endearing  epithets,  and  talks  about  his 
"  honour  "  and  his  "  innocence,"  but  never  a  sigh  of 
sorrow  does  she  breathe  for  the  murdered  man,  never  a 
word  of  sympathy  for  his  broken-hearted  widow 
and  his  distressed  relatives.  The  love  of  a 
woman  passeth  comprehension,  but  a  woman 
who  could  lavish  love  on  such  a  wretch  as  Lefroy  was 
only  a  degree  less  wicked  than  he.  In  the  spaces  where 
she  did  not  insert  words  she  put  in  stars,  and  it  is  not  a 
difficult  matter  to  fill  up  the  following.  My  theory  is 
this  : — "  "Wanting  means,  the  sight  of  the  ***** 
was  a  great  temptation."  The  five  stars  stand  for  the 
word  money.  Then  again,  take  the  following  passage : — 
"  My  own  dear  one,  I  cannot  fancy  it  was  pre-arranged, 
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but,  of  course,  I  know  something  about  the  ****** 
that  no  one  else  does."  Here  the  starred  space  should 
stand  for  the  word  murder,  so  that  it  was  obvious  and 
certain  that  during  the  time  he  was  hiding 
from  justice  in  her  house,  he  told  her  about  the 
crime;  nevertheless  she  did  all  she  could  to  screen 
him  from  the  penalty  of  his  sin,  and  talked  in  her 
letter  about  his  mother  being  glad  to  see  him  in  heaven  ; 
and  that  God's  arms  were  open  to  him.  The  Pharisaism 
almost  makes  one  shudder.  Then  in  a  postscript  she 
says  : — "I  have  tried  through  Smith  to  get  a  witness 
for  third  person,  but  as  yet  have  failed."  The  meaning 
of  this  is  very  clear  indeed  when  read  together  with  the 
story  Lefroy  told  on  arrival  at  Preston  Park  station. 
He  stated  that  there  had  been  a  third  person  in  the 
carriage  with  him ;  "  an  elderly  man,"  who  had 
attacked  him.  Now,  "  ever-loving  and  heart-broken 
Annie  "  had  been  endeavouring,  as  proved  by  her  own 
words,  to  get  some  one  who  would  perjure  his  immortal 
soul  by  swearing  that  he  had  seen  a  third  person  in  the 
carriage,  but  this  false  witness  was  not  forthcoming ; 
and  not  the  file,  nor  prussic  acid,  nor  arsenic  powder 
was  to  save  a  brutal  and  callous  criminal  from  a  well- 
merited  doom. 

These  two  letters  would  never  have  been  known  of, 
had  it  not  been  for  the  fact  that  "  Annie's "  to  the 
prisoner  was  discovered  by  a  warder  concealed  beneath 
the  mattress,  in  the  cell  occupied  by  Lefroy,  and  when 
it  was  brought  under  official  notice,  Annie  was 
compelled  to  give  up  the  prisoner's  letter  to  her.  It 
may  be  imagined  she  did  that  very  reluctantly.  But 
had  she  not  done  so  she  would  very  likely  have  got  into 
serious  trouble.  It  is  difficult  to  understand  how  the 
person   who  smuggled  the  letters    in  and  out  of  the 
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prison  was  not  called  to  account.  There  seems,  indeed, 
to  have  been  a  good  deal  of  carelessness,  for  Lefroy 
himself  in  his  letter  to  Annie  says  that  his  things  were 
hardly  examined.  It  may  be  necessary  to  explain  here 
that  an  untried  prisoner  is  privileged  to  have  delicacies 
in  the  shape  of  food  sent  to  him  by  his  friends,  and 
unless  strict  vigilance  is  exercised  over  these  things, 
they  may  be  made  the  means  of  imparting  secret  com- 
munications. The  file  asked  for  by  Lefroy  was,  I 
believe,  actually  forwarded  to  him,  but,  of  course,  he 
had  no  chance  of  using  it.  Annie,  who  sent  it  to  him, 
however,  quite  believed  that  it  was  more  than  possible 
for  him  to  make  his  escape  ;  and  can  any  one  doubt, 
after  reading  her  letter,  that  had  he  done  so  she  would 
have  used  all  her  woman's  wit  and  cunning  to  prevent 
his  recapture  ? 

De  gustibus  non  est  disputandum — There  is  no  disput- 
ing about  taste,  says  the  Latin  proverb  ;  and  certainly 
the  taste  that  induced  this  misguided  young  woman  to 
cling  to  and  believe  in  a  rascal  so  depraved,  so  vulgar, 
and  so  barbarous  as  the  murderer  of  Mr.  Gold  is  beyond 
explanation. 

The  trial  commenced  on  the  5th  of  November,  1881, 
fully  four  months  after  the  crime  was  committed. 
The  judge  was  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  Sir  John 
Coleridge,  and  the  prosecution  was  conducted  by 
Sir  Henry  James,  Q.C.,  M.P.,  the  Attorney- General, 
assisted  by  Mr.  Poland  and  Mr.  A.  L.  Smith.  The 
Court  was  crowded  to  suffocation,  and  many  ladies 
were  present.  The  extraordinary  vanity  of  the  accused 
may  be  gathered  from  a  request  he  made  that  his  dress 
suit  should  be  redeemed  from  pledge,  and  that  he 
should  be  allowed  to  wear  it  during  his  trial.  Of 
course  this  vanity  was  not  gratified,  and  he  appeared  in 
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Court  dressed  in  a  closely-buttoned  frock-coat,  and  he 
carried  in  his  hand  a  new  pot  hat  which  some  silly 
person  had  supplied  him  with.  He  displayed  during 
the  whole  of  the  trial  the  utmost  solicitude  for  this  hat, 
and  on  one  or  two  occasions  he  actually  polished  it  up 
with  his  handkerchief.  He  made  a  desperate  attempt 
to  appear  nonchalant,  and  sometimes  he  would  smile  at 
the  evidence.  But  his  white  haggard  face  betrayed  the 
true  state  of  his  mind,  and  those  who  were  responsible 
for  his  safeguarding  knew  that  he  suffered  from  such 
terrible  nervousness  that  he  could  not  sleep  at  night, 
and  had  to  be  supplied  with  stimulants. 

Throughout  his  incarceration  he  had  never  ceased  to 
declare  his  innocence,  and  to  express  his  opinion  that  it 
was  certain  he  would  be  acquitted.  If  that  was  really 
what  he  himself  thought  he  must  have  been  strangely 
ignorant  of  the  evidence  that  was  to  be  brought  against 
him,  but  as  day  after  day  he  heard  it  unfolded  in  the 
course  of  the  trial,  he  could  not  help  feeling  as  he  retired 
each  night  to  his  felon's  couch  that  another  strand  had 
been  woven  of  the  rope  that  was  to  hang  him.  There  were 
two  remarkably  damning  facts  which  could  not  be 
explained  away.  The  one  was  his  taking  the  revolver 
out  of  pledge  ;  the  other  his  having  the  murdered  man's 
watch  and  chain  in  his  shoe  when  he  got  out  at  Preston 
Park.  Yet  it  is  a  fact  that  Montagu  Williams,  for  the 
defence,  tried  with  might  and  main  to  get  the  theory 
accepted  that  the  watch  and  chain  had  been  put  into 
Lefroy's  shoe  by  a  third  man — that  is,  the  mysterious 
elderly  party  who,  according  to  the  prisoner,  was  the 
man  who  did  the  deed ;  and  he  suggested,  did  Williams, 
that  there  was  absolutely  nothing  improbable  in  this 
theory.  Then  he  tried  to  sweep  away  the  other  fact 
about  the  redemption  of  the  pistol,  by  denouncing  the 
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pawnbroker  who  swore  to  it  as  a  liar.     Truly,  a  lawyer's 
trade  is  a  miserable  one. 

It  is  doubtful  if  during  his  eventful  career  Montagu 
Williams  ever  made  a  lamer,  more  illogical,  or  poorer 
speech  than  that  he  delivered  at  Maidstone  in  defence 
of  Lefroy.  But  the  Lord  Chief  Justice  was  not  a  man 
to  be  influenced  by  commonplace  platitudes,  by  maudlin 
sentiment,  or  by  stereotyped  references  to  the  Almighty ; 
and  he  resolved  that  the  jury  should  not  be  if  he  could 
help  it.  For  in  his  truly  powerful  summing-up  he  tore 
into  shreds  the  rotten  fabric  of  the  defence,  and  proved 
conclusively  that  some  of  the  chief  witnesses  on  that 
side  had  deliberately  lied.  It  was  seen  from  the  very 
first  the  view  that  the  Judge  took  ;  and,  in  fact,  no  man 
with  any  intelligence  could  take  any  other,  for  evidence 
against  a  prisoner  was  never  more  decisive,  more  over- 
whelming and  incontrovertible  than  it  was  against 
Lefroy.  If  any  of  the  jury  had  really  been  influenced 
by  Mr.  Montagu  Williams'  rigmarole  they  were  entirely 
changed  by  the  Judge,  and  after  a  very  short  retirement 
they  returned  into  Court  with  a  verdict  of  "  Gruilty  !  " 

When  the  prisoner  heard  that  pronouncement  of  his 
inevitable  doom  all  his  assumed  stoicism  gave  way,  and 
his  face  became  of  a  sickly  greenish  hue.  He  grasped 
the  rail  of  the  dock  like  a  man  who  was  dazed  and 
about  to  fall.  Indeed,  he  did  really  stagger  and  reel, 
and  would  have  fallen  if  he  had  not  seized  the  rail  with 
a  convulsive  energy. 

With  awful  and  impressive  solemnity  the  Judge 
assumed  the  black  cap,  and  in  appropriate  and  telling 
words  he  pointed  out  to  Lefroy  that  all  hope  for  him  in 
this  world  had  gone,  and  he  characterized  the  murder 
as  a  foul  and  cruel  one.  Then  with  visible  emotion  he 
sentenced  him  to  be  hanged. 
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When  the  Judge  ceased  speaking  the  prisoner,  who 
had  listened  to  the  sentence  as  if  he  was  under  some 
strange  and  dreadful  spell,  slowly  raised  his  right  arm, 
and  pointing  his  finger  at  the  jury,  he  exclaimed  in  a 
hollow  voice — "  Some  day,  when  too  late,  you  will 
learn  that  you  have  murdered  me." 

This  little  speech  made  not  the  slightest  effect  on  any 
one  who  heard  it;  and  a  jailor  laying  his  hand  on  the 
convicted  murderer's  shoulder  told  him  to  leave  the 
dock.  Then  Lefroy,  with  a  look  of  blank  despair  in  his 
white  face  glanced  about  the  Court,  and  particularly  at 
a  woman  who  sat  weeping  bitterly.  The  sight  appeared 
to  be  too  much  for  him,  and,  turning  quickly,  he  hurried 
from  the  dock. 

On  reaching  his  cell  he  had  evidently  made  up  his 
mind  to  play  the  character  of  the  unjustly  condemned, 
for  he  reiterated  again  and  again  that  he  was  innocent, 
and  that  his  life  had  been  sworn  away.  Of  course 
before  many  days  had  passed  the  usual  amount  of  crazy 
sentiment  began  to  display  itself  amongst  a  certain 
class  of  people,  and  the  convict's  solicitor  set  to  work  to 
try  and  obtain  a  reprieve.  But  when  the  Judge  told 
Lefroy  to  expect  no  mercy  in  this  world  he  knew  what 
he  was  saying.  The  murder  was  too  deliberately 
planned,  too  brutal,  to  admit  of  any  plea  for  mercy  being 
listened  to. 

Quickly  the  days  sped  away.  The  dreadful  shadow 
pressed  more  heavily  on  the  convict,  and  as  it  came 
nearer  and  nearer,  he  gave  way  to  despair,  and  his  last 
night  on  earth  was  a  restless  one,  passed  in  fitful  slum- 
bers and  a  feverish  tossing  to  and  fro,  as  if  the  spirit  of 
his  victim  haunted  him. 

It  was  a  dreary,  bitterly  cold  winter  morning  when 
poor  Mr.  Gold's  brutal  slayer  was  led  forth  to  die  the 
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death  so  justly  awarded  to  him  for  his  crime.  He  was 
pallid  as  marble,  and  his  sunken  cheeks  and  bleared 
eyes  told  too  surely  of  the  mental  agony  he  had  endured. 
His  hardened  nature  was  touched,  and  he  had  been  tor- 
tured by  remorse.  It  is  satisfactory  to  know  that  he 
confessed  his  crime,  and  acknowledged  the  full  justice 
of  his  sentence. 

Any  one  who  followed  the  evidence  carefully,  and 
read  it  with  an  unbiassed  mind,  could  not  fail  to  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  if  ever  a  criminal  deserved  his 
fate,  Percy  Mapleton  Lefroy  did.  Attempts  were  made 
to  show  that  he  had  acted  upon  a  sudden  and  uncontroll- 
able impulse  in  committing  the  murder,  but  the  evidence 
conclusively  proved  that  the  crime  was  deliberately 
planned.  For  years  he  had  been  an  idle,  vanity- 
stricken  loafer,  with  no  disposition  whatever  for  honest 
work,  and  he  had  endeavoured  over  and  over  again  to 
cheat  tradespeople  by  passing  off  upon  them  bad  money, 
and  on  the  day  that  he  committed  the  murder,  several 
flash  sovereigns  where  found  in  his  possession  when  he 
was  searched  at  Preston  Park.  The  sympathy,  there- 
fore, that  was  got  up  in  his  behalf  during  the  time  he 
was  lying  under  sentence  of  death  was  entirely  wasted 
on  a  worthless  object. 

He  committed  a  most  horrible  murder,  the  wicked- 
ness of  which  could  not  be  mitigated  on  any  grounds ; 
and  he  who  slays  his  brother  in  cold  blood  must  die. 
Ita  lex  scripta  est. 
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THE  MELVILLE  POISONING  CASE. 

It  was  once  said  by  a  very  wise  and  upright  Judge  that 
of  all  the  crimes  of  which  human  nature  is  capable, 
secret  poisoning  is  the  most  horrible  and  the  most 
detestable.  The  truth  of  this  no  one  will  attempt  to 
gainsay.  Secret  poisoning  means  a  very  cold-bloode  1 
and  deliberate  planning  to  destroy  life — that  greatest  of 
God's  gifts — and  against  it  the  victim  is  utterly  power- 
less, for  there  is  no  fore-warning,  no  sudden  uprising 
of  passion,  no  sudden  attack.  The  criminal  is  silent, 
secret,  and  mysterious  ;  and  as  the  deadly  tropical  snake 
glides  without  a  sound  from  beneath  some  bush  or  tuft 
of  grass  to  strike  his  prey,  so  does  the  poisoner  proceed 
with  the  same  deadly  and  insidious  stealthiness  to 
destroy  him  or  her  whom  he  has  decided  to  remove. 
Formerly  the  way  of  the  poisoner  was  easier,  for  science 
had  not  taught  us  what  we  now  knew,  and  consequently 
the  fear  of  detection  was  considerably  less  than  at 
present.  But  even  now,  given  a  certain  amount  of  skill 
combined  with  extraordinary  caution,  and  a  crime  may 
be  accomplished  with,  comparatively  speaking,  little  risk 
to  the  criminal.  The  case  I  am  about  to  relate  is  of 
this  class,  and  it  has  in  it  all  the  elements  of  mystery 
and  no  little  romance.  At  the  time  it  caused  a  very 
great  sensation,  and  was  something  more  than  a  nine 
days'  wonder.  For  me  it  had  a  peculiar  interest,  and 
in  going  over  my  notes  made  at  the  time  I  find  that 
the  story  reads  like  some  wild  imagining  of  an 
Edgar  Allan  Poe.     But  real  and  everyday  life  presents 
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us  with  truths  which  very  frequently  make  fiction  seem 
ridiculous  beside  them.  I  propose  to  tell  this  tale 
without  any  embellishments  or  the  use  of  any  florid 
language,  but  it  matters  not  how  homely  the  language, 
or  how  matter  of  fact  the  way  in  which  it  is  written,  it 
must  ever  read  like  a  page  of  romance. 

A  generation  has  passed  since  the  events  occurred 
which  I  am  about  to  record.  At  that  time  there  stood 
— and  for  aught  I  know  to  the  contrary  there  stands 
now — a  quaint  and  rambling  old  house  in  a  sequestered 
vale  in  the  Border  country,  and  within  about  ten  miles 
walk  of  Carlisle.  It  was  known  as  Shot  Castle.  It  was 
a  castellated  building  with  a  massive  square  tower  or 
keep,  and  this  part  of  the  building,  at  least,  was  very 
ancient.  The  name  of  the  house  had  its  origin,  I  believe, 
in  the  fact  that  in  some  far  off  period  during  an  attack 
that  was  made  upon  the  place  a  round  of  shot  struck 
the  tower  and  lodged  in  the  wall,  where  for  many  and 
many  a  long  year  it  was  to  be  seen  by  the  curious.  But 
when  I  was  last  at  the  castle,  the  tower,  and  indeed 
nearly  the  whole  of  the  building,  was  covered  with  a 
massive  and  dense  growth  of  ivy,  so  that  even  if  there 
had  been  a  hundred  round  shot  embedded  in  the  walls 
the  casual  observer  would  not  have  noticed  them. 

It  is  beyond  doubt  that  Shot  Castle  was  very  old,  and 
there  was  a  tradition  current,  though  whether  based 
upon  any  sound  data  or  not  I  do  not  know,  that  James  Y 
of  Scotland  passed  a  night  there  when  on  his  way  to  the 
fatal  and,  for  the  Scotch,  disastrous  field  of  Flodden.  I 
am  aware,  of  course,  that  the  same  distinction  has  been 
claimed  for  a  good  many  of  the  Border  castles,  and 
probably  if  the  claims  came  to  be  sifted  they  would  be 
found  to  rest  on  no  better  foundation  than  the  fossilized 
gossip  of   country  yokels.      But  there  was  one  very 
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singular  incident  in  connection  with  Shot  Castle  which 
had  a  good  deal  more  than  tradition  to  recommend  it,  as 
the  records  of  the  time  will  prove.  It  was  this.  The  base- 
ment was  a  series  of  vaulted  cellars,  or  perhaps  I  may  be 
allowed  to  say  dungeons ;  for  there  was  ample  evidence 
forthcoming  tbat  at  some  period  or  other  two  at  least 
of  these  cellars  had  been  used  for  the  detention  of 
prisoners.  A  third,  at  a  more  recent  date,  had  served 
as  a  wine-cellar.  Tbis  one,  roughly  speaking,  was 
built  in  the  form  of  a  Maltese  cross,  but  one  of  tbe  arms 
of  the  cross  had  been  bricked  up  for  some  purpose  which 
had  puzzled  a  good  many  occupants  of  the  Castle, 
though  no  one  seems  to  have  had  the  curiosity  to 
investigate  the  cause. 

On  one  occasion,  however,  when  the  place  became 
vacant  it  was  decided  by  the  owner  to  enlarge  this 
particular  cellar  by  clearing  out  the  bricked-up  arm  of 
the  cross,  and  men  were  set  to  work  for  that  purpose. 
The  first  blows  of  the  pick  soon  convinced  them  that 
there  was  a  hollow  behind.  The  foreman,  therefore, 
counselled  them  to  proceed  with  caution,  as  probably 
the  recess  had  been  used  as  a  hiding-place  for  treasure 
during  some  of  the  troubled  times  through  which  the 
Border  country  passed.  "When  they  broke  through  the 
wall,  however,  instead  of  finding  treasure,  a  very  ghastly 
and  strange  revelation  was  made.  They  discovered  the 
skeleton  of  a  man  of  gigantic  stature  clad  in  a  complete 
suit  of  armour,  which  was  evidently  of  fifteenth-century 
make.  It  was  in  a  crumbling  condition  from  rust  and 
age,  and  it  and  the  skeleton  fell  to  pieces  on  being 
removed,  although  every  care  was  exercised  to  preserve 
them.  What  was  remarkable,  however,  was  this — the 
armour  lacked  the  helmet  and  the  skeleton  its  head,  and 
investigation  of  these  mortal  remains  proved  that  the 
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man  had  been  decapitated  before  bis  body  was  bricked 
up  in  the  recess.  Who  he  was,  why  he  had  been 
beheaded,  and  why  immured  will  never  be  known.  It 
is  an  unsolved  secret  belonging  to  the  dead  past,  and 
the  dead  speak  not,  and  no  sign  ever  comes  from  the 
world  of  death  to  guide  us  in  our  investigations.  All 
that  can  be  surmised  is  that  the  giant  had  probably  been 
murdered  or  secretly  executed,  and  those  responsible  for 
his  death,  having  cause  to  fear  detection,  had  bricked 
his  body  up,  where  ages  after  it  was  found  by  the 
modern  workmen,  and  in  the  way  I  have  mentioned. 

Of  course  it  was  imposssble  to  keep  the  news  of  a 
discovery  of  this  kind  from  spreading,  and  spread  it  did 
like  wildfire  over  the  country  side,  and  as  it  flew  from 
lip  to  lip  it  received  additions  like  the  story  of  the  black 
crow,  and  it  was  not  long  before  people  had  conjured  up 
a  ghost ;  for  how  could  a  castle  where  a  headless  corpse 
in  armour  had  been  immured  for  such  a  length  of  time 
remain  without  a  ghost  ?     Such  a  thing  was  not  to  be 
thought  of.     It  was  simply  preposterous,  so  a  ghost 
came  accordingly.     Now,  it  seems  incredible,  but  it  is 
nevertheless  true,  that  this  silly  ghost,  which  had  its 
birth  in  the  imagination  of  the  yokels,  frightened  all 
comers  away,  and  Shot  Castle  actually  remained  tenant- 
less,  save  by  the  rats,  for  a  period  of  something  like 
twenty  years,  to   the  serious   loss  of  the  proprietors. 
The  estate  round  about,  which  consisted  of  close  on  forty 
acres,  would  have  been  cut  up  for  building  purposes  had 
there   been    any  possibility   of   the  buildings  finding 
purchasers  or  tenants  ;    but  such  a  possibility  was  too 
remote  for  the  venture  to  be  tried,  as  the  railway  and 
nearest   town  were   far   off,  and  the   valley   was    too 
secluded  to  attract  a  colony ;  so  Shot  Castle  remained  in 
its  loneliness,  and  the  finger  of  decay  began  to  trace  its 
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markings  upon  it.  The  tower  and  the  mantling  ivy 
were  the  refuge  and  home  of  innumerahle  bats,  birds, 
and  owls.  The  country  folk  shunned  this  haunted 
dwelling  at  night  as  they  would  have  done  a  pest- 
house  ;  and  in  the  day  time  they  passed  it  with  many  a 
side  glance  of  nervous  dread,  as  if  half  expecting  to  hear 
some  horrible  sound,  or  see  the  walls  rend  open  reveal- 
ing some  appalling  sight  that  would  be  death  to  him 
who  beheld  it.  Indeed,  current  local  gossip  averred 
with  much  solemnity  that  a  headless  corpse  had 
repeatedly  been  seen  walking  to  and  fro  on  the  terrace 
in  front  of  the  house.  And  I  myself  talked  to  people, 
who  in  all  other  respects  were  sane  and  intelligent 
enough,  who  declared  on  their  honour  that  they  had 
several  times  seen  this  gruesome  sight. 

But  all  things  come  to  an  end,  and  so  at  last  a  family 
were  found  who  were  bold  enough  to  enter  into 
possession  of  Shot  Castle  in  spite  of  ghost  and  spooks. 
It  appeared  that  a  Colonel  Jobn  Drakeworth  Melville 
— a  good  old  name — secured  the  place  on  a  lease  for 
seven  years  at  a  low  rental,  the  landlord  being  only 
too  glad  to  let  it  so  that  the  spell  might  be  broken. 

Colonel  Melville's  family  consisted  of  his  wife,  a  lady 
only  half  his  age ;  his  son,  "Walter  Drakeworth,  the 
issue  of  his  first  wife — for  he  had  been  married  twice — 
and  his  daughter  by  his  second  wife.  Several  servants 
were  kept,  including  a  nurse — an  Italian  —  named 
Cornelia  Cortazzi.  The  son,  who  was  about  eighteen 
years  of  age,  was  a  cripple.  He  had  some  affection  of 
the  spine,  which  also  affected  his  left  leg,  so  that  he 
walked  lame,  and  could  not  walk  at  all  without  the  aid 
of  a  stick.  In  spite  of  this,  and  though  he  looked 
delicate,  he  seemed  to  enjoy  good  health.  He  had  a 
handsome,  intelligent  face  that  beamed  with  kindness 
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and  good  will,  and  it  soon  became  known  that  he  had  a 
passionate  love  for  all  living  things.  He  was  highly 
intelligent,  and  of  a  most  studious  nature,  fond  of 
botanizing  and  naturalizing ;  and  it  was  said  that  his 
power  over  animals  was  so  great  that  he  had  been 
known  to  tame  a  wild  cat,  and  had  trained  foxes  to 
follow  him  about  like  dogs.  It  was  understood  that 
he  was  his  father's  idol,  but  his  stepmother's  aversion, 
though  nobody  either  then  or  after  was  able  to  pro- 
duce one  iota  of  evidence,  in  a  legal  sense,  why  his 
mother  disliked  him,  even  if  it  was  true  that  she  did 
dislike  him.  But  there  is  a  good  old  saying,  which 
is  something  like  a  proverb,  that  "  what  everybody 
says  must  be  true,"  and  so  it  is  highly  probable 
that  the  common  belief  was  justified.  However,  I 
shall  have  occasion  to  refer  to  that  later  on. 

The  daughter  of  the  house,  Jessie  Drakeworth — the 
latter  being  the  family  name — was  a  pretty,  fair-haired 
child  of  six  or  thereabouts,  who  was  almost  constantly 
in  the  care  of  Cornelia  Cortazzi,  a  young  woman  of  about 
five-and-twenty,  short  in  stature,  dark  as  a  raven,  and 
remarkably  handsome.  The  Colonel,  before  coming  to 
Shot  Castle,  had  lived  for  some  time  at  Spezzia,  where 
little  Jessie  was  born,  and  there  Cornelia  had  been 
engaged  as  her  nurse.  Mrs.  Melville  was  not  very 
much  older  than  the  nurse.  She  was  a  tall,  slim,  hand- 
some woman,  fair  as  a  lily,  with  steel-blue  eyes,  a 
complexion  like  a  peach,  dark  ejebrows,  and  hair  of  a 
light  shade  of  yellow  gold.  The  Colonel  was  a  grisly 
veteran,  on  the  wrong  side  of  sixty,  who  had  seen  much 
service  in  India.  His  face  was  bronzed  to  the  colour  of 
copper,  but  his  hair  and  moustache  were  as  white  as 
driven  snow.  He  bore  his  years  well ;  was  as  straight 
as  a  poplar,  and  walked  with  a  stately,  martial  step. 
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Naturally  enough  in  such  a  sparsely  populated 
neighbourhood,  as  things  human  go,  there  was  much 
curiosity  expressed  to  know  all  about  the  ins  and  outs 
and  the  comings  and  goings  of  this  family.  This  vein 
of  curiosity  is  much  more  prominent  and  more  largely 
developed  in  Northern  people  than  in  those  of  the 
South,  and  frequently  it  becomes  offensive.  Possibly  the 
Melvilles  felt  it  to  be  so,  and  resented  it,  for  they  kept 
their  affairs  studiously  to  themselves,  and  the  gossip 
about  them  was  no  doubt  largely  invention  based  on  a 
small  substratum  of  truth.  What  was  really  known 
was  this.  The  Colonel  was  frequently  in  Loudon,  where, 
as  was  understood,  he  had  some  business  relations, 
and  was  the  chairman  of  one  or  two  public  companies. 
And  very  frequently  when  he  was  away,  his  wife  went 
away  also ;  but  she  went  north  to  Edinburgh,  so 
it  was  said.  It  was  remarked  that  she  invariably  left 
after  he  did,  and  as  invariably  returned  before  he  got 
back.  There  had  been  times,  however,  when  she  did  not 
leave,  but  then  there  came  to  the  house  a  gentleman 
about  thirty  years  of  age,  of  military  bearing  and 
very  good  looking.  It  would  have  been  strange  if 
these  little  details  had  not  given  rise  to  whispered 
scandal ;  though  beyond  mere  appearances  it  does  not 
seem  that  there  was  anything  to  warrant  the  things 
that  were  said.  It  is  very  human  to  speak  evil,  and  for 
ill-guarded  tongues  to  utter  slander,  and  the  folk  there- 
about were  very  human  indeed. 

It  is  worth  recording,  in  fact  it  is  necessary  to  record, 
that  so  far  as  outsiders  could  judge,  the  Melville  family 
seemed  a  very  united  family,  and  to  live  in  the  closest 
amity;  while  "Walter,  by  his  gentle,  amiable,  and 
loving  disposition,  was  universally  esteemed  and 
respected   by  the   community  among  whom  he  dwelt. 
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He  always  had  a  good  word  and  a  smile  for  every 
one,  and  if  he  met  an  old  man  or  old  woman  on  the 
way  carying  a  load,  he  would,  cripple  as  he  was,  offer 
to  help  them  ;  and  to  children  he  was  like  some  good 
genius  who  said  pleasant  things  and  bestowed  generous 
largess.  Such  a  youth  was  sure  to  become  popular, 
and,  as  a  matter  of  course,  "  Master  Walter  "  was  a 
welcome  guest  at  any  farmhouse  he  liked  to  call  at,  and 
as  welcome  as  the  flowers  in  May  at  any  wayside 
cottage. 

For  two  years  this  state  of  matters  continued,  and 
then  a  strange  and  fearsome  rumour  ran  that  both 
Master  Walter  and  his  father,  Colonel  Melville,  lay 
dead.  They  had  died  in  the  night  after  a  few  hours  of 
agonizing  suffering.  A  local  doctor  named  Archibald 
Gordon  had  been  called  in,  and  messengers  sent  off  post 
haste  to  Carlisle  for  a  physician  of  repute — Dr.  Philip 
Pmnsmead.  The  local  man  did  all  that  he  could  ;  and 
when  Brinsmead  arrived,  he  added  his  efforts  and  his 
skill  to  those  of  his  colleague,  but  all  was  fruitless. 
Walter  died  at  half-past  five  in  the  morning,  and  his 
father  an  hour  later,  and  the  cause  of  death  was  said  to 
be  poison.  Neither  of  the  medical  men  would  take 
upon  himself  at  the  time  to  say  what  the  poison  was 
which  had  destroyed  the  lives  of  father  and  son,  but 
each  was  convinced  in  his  own  mind  that  it  was  an 
undoubted  case  of  poisoning. 

The  symptoms  were  the  same  in  both  patients. 
There  were  profuse  vomiting,  a  consuming  thirst, 
cracked,  parched  lips,  a  hard,  dry  tongue,  cold  sweat- 
ings, and  intense  and  agonizing  abdominal  pains, 
followed  by  collapse,  coma,  and  death.  The  symptoms 
would  not  yield  in  the  slightest  to  any  of  the  remedies 
tried,  and  the  doctors  exhausted  their  skill  in  trying  to 
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ameliorate  the  sufferings  of  the  poor  fellows,  but,  alas  ! 
without  avail. 

Both  father  and  son  were  questioned  as  to  what  they 
had  partaken  of  likely  in  any  way  to  have  produced  the 
illness,  but  each  declared  he  had  had  nothing  out  of 
the  ordinary-  It  appeared  that  Walter,  then  in  his 
usual  health,  had  hobbled  about  all  the  afternoon 
collecting  butterflies  and  botanical  specimens.  The 
Colonel  had  driven  into  Carlisle  to  transact  some  busi- 
ness at  his  bank  and  other  places,  but  returned  home 
at  half -past  six,  and  at  seven,  the  usual  dinner-hour,  he 
sat  down  to  dine  with  his  son  and  wife  and  a  Mrs. 
Whortleberry,  a  neighbour,  who  lived  about  five  miles 
away,  and  who  had  dropped  in  that  afternoon  on  a  visit 
to  Mrs.  Melville,  and  been  persuaded  to  stay  to  dinner, 
the  Colonel  undertaking  to  drive  her  home  afterwards. 
It  was  summer-time,  and  the  days  long,  the  weather 
beautiful.  The  butler — John  Hulton — and  a  parlour- 
maid— Sophie  Baxter — waited  at  the  table.  Mrs. 
Whortleberry  never  took  anything  stronger  than  water, 
but  Mrs.  Melville,  the  Colonel,  and  his  son  had  a  pint 
of  champagne  between  them  ;  and  the  father  and  son 
drank  two  or  three  glasses  of  claret.  The  dinner  con- 
sisted of  soup,  of  which  all  partook ;  part  of  a  very 
flue  salmon  which  the  Colonel  had  brought  back  with 
him  from  Carlisle,  a  couple  of  roast  fowls,  a  piece  of 
beef,  the  usual  vegetables  and  sweets,  salad  and  cheese, 
with  apples,  pears,  and  nuts  for  dessert ;  and  during 
dessert  the  two  gentlemen  each  drank  a  glass  of  old 
port,  and  smoked  a  mild  cigar,  as  was  their  custom. 

An  hour  later  the  Colonel,  who  had  already  ordered 
the  horse  to  be  put  to  the  gig,  was  drawing  on  a  light 
overcoat,  preparatory  to  driving  his  lady  guest  home, 
when  he  suddenly  complained  of  intense  internal  pains 
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and  almost  immediately  vomited.  A  few  minutes  later 
the  son  rang  his  bell  violently — he  had  previously 
retired  to  his  room— and  on  a  chambermaid  rushing 
up,  she  found  him  writhing  on  the  floor  in  great  pain, 
and  he  had  vomited  freely  He  said  that  something 
had  disagreed  with  him,  and  he  asked  for  a  drink  of 
soda  water,  which  was  given  to  him. 

In  the  meantime  the  Colonel,  who  had  drunk  a  glass 
of  cold  water,  said  he  felt  better,  but  before  he  could 
get  out  to  the  gig,  which  stood  ready  at  the  door,  he  was 
seized  again  with  a  paroxysm.  The  alarm  in  the  house 
now  becime  general,  and  Mrs.  Melville  appeared  to  be 
in  a  terrible  state  of  distress ;  and  though  both  father 
and  son  protested  as  not  being  necessary,  she  insisted  on 
sending  immediately  for  the  local  doctor;  and  Mrs. 
Wortleberry,  in  the  hope  that  she  might  be  able  to 
render  some  service,  and  also  being  very  anxious  about 
her  friends,  volunteered  to  stay  all  night — and  she 
sent  a  message  by  one  of  the  servants  to  her  people  to 
that  effect. 

When  Dr.  Gordon  arrived  he  at  once  recognized  the 
gravity  of  the  symptoms  in  each  case,  and  without  sug- 
gesting poison  to  any  one,  although  he  had  no  doubt 
his  patients  were  suffering  from  poison,  he  requested 
Mrs.  Melville  to  send  a  mounted  messenger  with  all 
possible  speed  to  Dr.  Brinsmead,  of  Carlisle,  and  request 
him  to  come  at  once.  Mrs.  Melville,  who  seemed 
almost  frantic  with  grief  and  distress,  at  once  despatched 
the  groom,  and  told  him  not  to  spare  the  horse,  but 
gallop  all  the  way.  In  an  almost  incredibly  short  space 
of  time  Dr.  Brinsmead  arrived,  having  ridden  out ;  for, 
in  addition  to  the  verbal  message,  Dr.  Cordon  had 
written  a  little  note,  in  which  he  said  it  was  a  matter 
of  life  and  death. 


222  SUSPICION  AROUSED. 

While  waiting  for  the  arrival  of  his  colleague, 
Gordon  had  done  everything  he  could  possibly  think  of 
for  the  two  sufferers,  but  without  in  any  way  being 
able  to  lessen  the  violence  of  the  symptoms  ;  and  when 
Brinsmead  came  and  had  gone  into  the  matter  for  a 
few  minutes,  he  said  very  gravely  to  his  brother 
practitioner — 

"  This  is  a  serious  case  of  poisoning,  and  I  fear  our 
patients  are  doomed." 

He  then  gave  orders  that  everything  likely  to  be  of 
service  in  the  case  was  to  be  secured,  and  he  closely 
questioned  the  two  men  with  a  view  to  elicit  if  possible 
some  facts  likely  to  be  of  use  in  guiding  those  whose 
duty  it  would  be  to  inquire  into  the  matter.  But  the 
sufferers  had  no  information  to  give  beyond  stating 
what  they  had  eaten  and  drunk  at  dinner,  nor  could 
they  suggest  any  one  in  the  household,  who,  actuated 
by  malice,  spite,  envy,  jealousy,  or  other  cause,  would 
have  resorted  to  such  a  dreadful  way  of  giving 
expression  to  their  feelings  as  committing  a  double 
murder.  But  before  he  died  the  Colonel  made  use  of  a 
very  extraordinary  remark.  At  first  he  was  not 
informed  of  his  son's  illness,  but  when  it  was  seen  that 
the  poor  lad  could  not  live,  the  news  was  conveyed  to 
the  suffering  father,  who,  though  in  a  terrible  state 
himself,  insisted  on  seeing  his  dying  boy.  Conse- 
quently he  was  placed  on  a  camp-chair  and  carried  to 
Walter's  room,  and  when  he  beheld  the  dying  youth  he 
burst  into  tears  and  could  not  speak  for  a  few  moments, 
when  he  collected  himself,  and,  pressing  his  son's  hand, 
said  fiercely — "  This  is  the  she-devil's  work  !  May  God 
wither  her  !  " 

Dr.  Brinsmead  immediately  asked  him  to  whom  he 
referred,  but  he  made  no  answer.      He  seemed  utterly 
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overwhelmed  and  dazed.  A  quarter  of  an  hour  later 
the  son  died.  By  that  time  the  Colonel  was  all  but 
unconscious  himself,  and  though  every  effort  was  made 
to  get  some  explanation  from  him  as  to  what  he  meant 
when  he  said  "  This  is  the  she-devil's  work,"  he 
appeared  to  be  incapable  of  comprehending  the  questions 
addressed  to  him,  for  collapse  had  come.  Coma  was 
already  setting  in,  and  about  an  hour  after  the  son  had 
breathed  his  last  the  father  had  joined  him  in  the 
solemn  and  awful  silence  of  death. 

Such  was  the  mysterious  and  terrible  case  which 
alarmed  the  neighbourhood,  and  which,  in  the  interests 
of  justice  and  truth,  I  was  called  upon  to  investigate. 

I  could  not  be  indifferent  to  the  fact  that  it  was  a 
very  grave  business  indeed  that  I  had  in  hand,  for  it 
was  as  clear  as  daylight  that  the  two  men  had  not  died 
a  natural  death.  That  was  an  idea  that  did  not  suggest 
argumentative  consideration  for  a  single  brief  instant. 
Death  iu  each  case  was  beyond  doubt  the  result  of  poison, 
and  what  had  to  be  determined  was  whether  the  poison 
had  been  administered  wilfully  with  a  view  to  destroy- 
ing them,  or  whether  it  had  got  into  their  bodies 
accidentally. 

The  Coroner's  inquiry  was  opened  at  Carlisle,  and  it 
was  seen  from  the  first  that  the  case  was  no  ordinary 
one,  but  was  surrounded  with  a  great  deal  of  mystery. 
To  summarize  the  evidence  that  was  given  at  the  first 
sitting  of  the  Coroner's  Court,  it  may  be  briefly  put 
thus : — 

The  doctors  declared  that  death  was  clue  to  poison,  but 
at  that  stage  they  could  not  say  what  the  poison  was. 
Brinsmead,  however,  expressed  a  cautious  opinion  that 
the  symptoms  were  identical  with  those  set  up  by  black 
antimony,  though  he  admitted  he  had  never  seen  a  case 
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of  poisoning  by  black  antimony,  and  bis  knowledge  of 
tbe  action  of  tbe  drug  was  derived  from  reading.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  comparatively  speaking,  very  little  was 
known  in  an  ordinary  way  about  black  antimony  at  tbat 
period,  and  researches  into  its  effects  bad  been  confined 
to  professors  of  medical  jurisprudence,  and  it  was  only 
dealt  with  at  length  in  the  class-books  on  toxicology  - 
Tbe  poison,  so  it  would  seem,  must  have  been  taken  by 
the  father  and  son  during  the  dinner,  and  that  being  so, 
all  tbe  appearances  pointed  to  a  wilful  administration, 
otherwise  how  was  it  the  rest  of  the  people  did  not 
suffer  ? 

It  was  very  natural  that  the  doctors  should  suspect 
the  wine  as  having  been  the  medium  by  which  the 
poison  was  given.  Now,  it  was  hardly  likely  that  it 
could  have  been  the  champagne,  and  of  the  claret  some 
still  remained  in  the  decanter,  and  to  all  appearance  was 
free  from  anything  of  a  deleterious  nature.  Subsequent 
analysis  proved  this  to  be  correct.  The  port  wine, 
therefore,  fell  under  grave  suspicion,  a  suspicion  which 
was  intensified  when  it  was  found  that  the  decanter 
which  had  held  it  had  been  drained  with  the  exception 
of  about  a  teaspoonful.  Yet  it  was  stated  that  a  glass 
or  two  still  remained  when  the  gentlemen  rose  from  the 
table. 

John  Hulton,  tbe  butler,  swore  that  when  he  put  the 
port  wine  decanter  on  the  table  after  the  dinner  it  did 
not  contain  much  more  than  half  a  bottleful,  as  it  was 
what  remained  from  the  previous  day,  and  the  half 
bottle  was  consumed  by  the  two  gentlemen,  with  the 
exception,  perhaps,  of  a  couple  of  glasses.  He  asked 
the  Colonel  just  before  dinner  commenced  if  he  should 
open  another  bottle,  and  was  told  no.  Tbe  Colonel  did 
not  like  to  have  his  wine  opened  very  long  before  it  was 
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wanted.      He  was  a  connoisseur  of  wine,  and  a  bit 
"  faddy  "  about  it. 

Hulton  was  an  exceedingly  intelligent,  quiet,  and 
reserved  middle-aged  man.  He  had  been  in  the 
Colonel's  service  just  two  years,  and  previous  to  that 
had  fulfilled  an  engagement  with  the  late  Lord  Coltville 
for  twenty  years  as  butler.  He  was  a  widower  with 
one  daughter,  who  was  at  school.  The  following  was 
his  evidence  at  the  inquest.  I  give  it  in  the  first  person, 
and  almost  verbatim,  as  it  is  very  important. 

"  My  name  is  John  Hulton.  I  shall  be  fifty  next 
birthday-  I  have  been  with  Colonel  Melville  for  two 
years.  I  went  into  his  service  immediately  after  the 
death  of  my  late  master,  Lord  Coltville.  I  always 
regarded  Colonel  Melville  as  an  exceedingly  nice  gentle- 
man, who  bad  the  greatest  consideration  for  every  one 
about  him." 

Asked  if  he  thought  any  of  the  servants  had  a  spite 
against  him,  he  answered  emphatically — 

"  Indeed  I  do  not.  I  am  sure  there  wasn't  a  servant 
in  the  house  but  what  would  have  done  anything  for 
him.  He  was  a  most  gentle  man,  and  no  one  could 
help  loving  him.  He  was  passionately  attached  to  his 
son,  and  they  were  very  much  together  when  at 
home." 

"  Do  you  know  if  there  was  any  difference  between 
him  and  his  wife  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  they  agreed  very  well." 

"  What  are  your  reasons  for  thinking  so  ?  " 

"  They  had  not  occupied  the  same  room  for  a  long 
time,  and  I  have  frequently  noticed  at  the  table  that 
there  was  a  coolness  between  them.  Mrs.  Melville 
seemed  to  sulk,  and  refuse  to  talk  to  him,  but  they  were 
pretty  guarded  in  the  presence  of  the  servants." 

Q 
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"  Can  you  speak  to  any  open  quarrel  ever  having 
taken  place  to  your  knowledge  ?  " 

"  No ;  but  one  evening  I  entered  the  drawing-room 
for  the  purpose  of  lighting  the  lamps.  Not  knowing 
that  any  one  was  there,  I  entered  without  knocking,  and 
just  as  I  opened  the  door  I  heard  the  Colonel  say  with 
a  sigh — '  Maude,  this  must  end.  I  cannot  endure  it ;  it 
is  embittering  and  poisoning  my  whole  life.'  They 
were  both  seated  on  a  sofa,  and  Mrs.  Melville  was 
weeping,  and  had  her  handkerchief  pressed  to  her  eyes. 
I  was  about  to  withdraw,  when  the  Colonel  saw  me,  and 
exclaimed — '  Is  that  you,  Hulton  ?  Come  in,  come  in.' 
Then  he  got  up  and  left  the  room  hurriedly,  and,  as  it 
seemed  to  me,  in  great  agitation.  Immediately  he  had 
had  gone,  his  wife  jumped  up  and  said  angrily — 'What 
business  had  you  to  come  in  without  knocking  ? ' 
Before  I  had  time  to  make  any  reply,  she  stamped  her 
foot,  and,  dragging  her  handkerchief  through  her 
clenched  hand  in  a  fretful,  passionate  sort  of  way,  she 
murmured — '  Oh !  what  a  blind,  stupid  fool  I  have 
been ; '  and  she,  too,  hurriedly  left  the  room.  Having 
lighted  the  lamps  and  drawn  the  curtains,  I  was  about 
to  retire,  when  I  thought  I  heard  something  move  be- 
hind a  large  screen  that  stood  in  a  recess.  At  first  I 
thought  it  might  be  the  cat  or  Flossie,  the  spaniel,  but 
when  I  reached  the  door  some  feeling  I  cannot  account 
for  induced  me  to  turn  back  and  look  behind  the  screen, 
when  to  my  surprise  I  saw  Miss  Cortazzi  there.  She 
was  very  much  confused  on  being  discovered,  and  her 
face  was  scarlet  with  passion. 

"  '  What  are  you  doing  there  ?  '  I  asked  sternly,  for  it 
was  evident  she  had  been  playing  the  spy. 

"  '  What  has  that  to  do  with  you,  you  meddlesome 
fool  ?  '  she  answered. 
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"  I  told  her  I  would  acquaint  my  master  with  the  fact 
that  she  had  been  playing  the  spy,  and  she  said  to  me 
that  if  I  did  it  would  be  the  worse  for  me.  Then  she 
changed  her  manner  and  tone,  and  beseeehed  me  to  say 
nothing  for  peace  sake.  She  assured  me  that  Mrs. 
Melville  had  requested  her  to  hide  behind  the  screen,  so 
that  she  might  be  a  witness  to  what  passed,  as  Mrs. 
Melville  knew  that  her  husband  was  going  to  find  fault 
with  her.  As  I  did  not  wish  to  be  mixed  up  in  any  of 
the  family  quarrels,  I  resolved  to  take  no  further  notice 
of  this  incident,  and  so  the  matter  was  dropped.  On  the 
day  that  master  and  his  son  died  I  open  a  fresh  bottle 
of  claret  for  luncheon.  The  remains  of  that  bottle  were 
used  for  dinner.  I  did  not  open  any  fresh  port  wine, 
as  the  Colonel  did  not  always  take  it,  and  he  did  not 
like  it  to  stand  in  the  decanter  very  long.  Just  before 
the  family  assembled  at  dinner  I  had  occasion  to  go 
into  the  dining-room,  and  as  I  entered  at  one  door,  I 
saw  another  door  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room  close 
abruptly,  as  if  some  one  had  gone  out  hurriedly,  and  I 
noted  that  a  small  portion  of  a  woman's  dress  was  shut 
in.  In  a  moment  the  door  was  opened  again  for  a  few 
inches,  then  closed  as  soon  as  the  dress  had  been 
released.  I  haven't  the  remotest  idea  who  the  person 
was." 

"  The  dining-room  is  a  large  one,  is  it  not  ?  " 
"  Yes.     It  is  about  twenty-seven  feet  long." 
"  We  want  you  to  describe  the  room  to  us." 
"  It  has  three  doors.     One  gives  entrance  from  the 
main  hall.     The  other  from  a  long  passage  that  leads 
to    the    kitchen    and     butler's    pantry.      The    other 
communicates   with    a    smoking-room.      The  room  is 
lighted   by   two    oriel    windows,    with    large    square 


recesses." 
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"  "Which  door  had  you  entered  by  when  you  saw  the 
retreating  figure  ?  " 

"  By  the  door  from  the  hall." 

"And  which  doorway  did  the  supposed  woman  go 
through  ?  " 

"  That  communicating  with  the  smoking-room." 

"  That  is  to  say,  at  the  other  end  of  the  room  to 
you?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Is  there  any  other  way  out  from  the  smoking- 
room  ?  " 

"  Yes,  by  way  of  a  small  conservatory  on  to  a  lawn  ; 
and  by  another  door  communicating  with  a  passage 
and  flight  of  stairs  going  to  the  upper  part  of  the  house." 

"  Did  you  attach  any  importance  to  the  disappearing 
figure  ?  " 

"  Not  at  the  time.  I  thought  it  might  have  been  one 
of  the  maids." 

"  After  the  death  of  your  master  and  his  son,  did  you 
recall  the  incident  ?  " 

"  I  did  when  I  heard  that  the  two  gentlemen  had  died 
from  poison." 

"  Then  you  quite  thought  the  wine  had  been 
tampered  with  ?  " 

"  Well — I  thought  it  was  possible  it  might  have 
been." 

"  And  did  you  think  it  possible  that  the  retreating 
figure  was  the  person  who  might  have  tampered  with 
the  wine  ?  " 

"  I  fancy  that  I  vaguely  connected  the  two  things." 

"  And  did  you  form  any  impression  in  your  own 
mind  as  to  who  the  person  was  whom  you  saw,  or 
fancied  you  saw,  leave  the  room  ?  " 

This  question  was  objected  to,  and  so  not  pressed  • 
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and  Hulton  was  next  asked  if  he  could  say  what 
colour  the  piece  of  dress  was  that  he  saw  in  the 
doorway,  hut  he  replied  that  he  could  not,  as  the  dis- 
tance was  too  great ;  moreover,  it  was  withdrawn 
very  rapidly.  When  the  person  found  she  had  shut 
her  dress  in,  she  opened  the  door  again  immediately. 

Cornelia  Cortazzi  was  the  next  witness  called.  She 
was  a  most  striking-looking  woman,  and  was  regarded 
with  much  curiosity  and  interest.  She  did  not  speak 
English  perfectly,  and  sometimes  had  a  difficulty  in 
making  herself  understood,  when  she  would  rattle  away 
in  her  own  sweet  musical  Italian,  and  afterwards  trans- 
late into  English,  after  a  fashion.  She  was  asked  if 
she  was  aware  of  any  unhappiness  between  her  master 
and  mistress,  and  she  replied  that  she  had  known  that 
the  Colonel  was  exceedingly  jealous  of  his  wife,  though, 
as  she  believed,  without  cause  or  justification  of  any 
kind.  The  Colonel  used  to  get  very  angry  with  his 
wife,  and  not  only  abuse  her  in  violent  language,  but 
threaten  her.  Asked  to  explain  the  incident  of  the 
screen,  when  she  was  discovered  hiding  there  by  the 
butler,  she  said — 

"  My  master  and  mistress  had  been  quarrelling 
during  the  day,  and  he  had  told  his  wife  he  wished  to 
see  her  alone  in  the  drawing-room  after  dinner.  Upon 
this  my  mistress,  who  was  afraid  of  her  husband, 
secretly  asked  me  to  conceal  myself  behind  the  screen, 
in  case  he  attempted  any  violence,  when  I  was  to  scream 
and  alarm  the  household." 

"  But  he  was  not  violent  ?  " 

"  No,  not  exactly.     That  is,  he  didn't  beat  her." 

"  Well,  now,  as  you  were  an  ear-witness,  can 
you  tell  the  Court  what  passed  between  the  lady  and 
gentleman  ?  " 
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"  He  accused  her  of  deceiving  him,  and  she  was  very 
indignant,  saying  it  was  a  lie.  He  then  called  her 
some  had  names,  and  she  wept,  poor  thing,  very 
bitterly,  and  told  him  that  he  made  her  life  perfectly 
miserable  with  his  unjust  suspicions." 

"  So  far  as  you  know,  were  the  suspicions  un- 
founded ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  am  sure  they  were." 

"  Has  your  mistress  ever  made  you  her  confidante  ?  " 

"  Oh !  dear,  no !  but  she  has  been  very  kind  to 
me." 

"  And  you  sympathized  with  her  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  And  would  you  have  helped  her,  had  she  needed 
help,  in  any  way  you  could  ?  " 

"  Certainly." 

"  Now,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  Miss  Cortazzi,  do  you 
know  whether  or  not  she  has  had  a  secret  lover?  " 

"  I  know  nothing  whatever  about  it,"  exclaimed  the 
witness  indignantly. 

"Do  you  know  if  she  has  ever  been  visited  by  a 
gentleman  during  her  husband's  absence  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  know." 

"  You  will  swear  that  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  as  often  as  you  like." 

"  Do  you  know  if  she  was  in  the  habit  of  going 
away  during  her  husband's  absence  ?  " 

"  I  believe  once  or  twice  she  did  go  away." 

"  Where  did  she  go  to  ?  " 

"  How  can  I  tell  you  that  ?  " 

"  But  did  she  not  inform  you  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not." 

"  Then  you  have  no  idea  what  her  object  was  in 
leaving  her  home  unknown  to  her  husband  ?  " 
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"  Not  the  slightest  idea." 

"And  you  never  had  the  curiosity  to  try  and  find 
out  ?  " 

"  Of  course  not.  What  business  had  I  to  poke  my 
nose  into  my  mistress's  affairs  ?  " 

"  You  perhaps  had  no  business  to  do  so,  but  servants 
sometimes  do  pry,  you  know." 

"  Well,  I  am  not  one  of  them." 

"  Do  you  know  if  your  mistress  was  fond  of  her 
stepson  ?  " 

"  As  far  as  I  know  she  was." 

"  Did  she  ever  speak  unkindly  of  him  in  your 
presence  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  You  are  sure  of  that  ?  " 

"  Quite  sure." 

"  Were  you  in  the  dining-room  on  the  day  that  the 
Colonel  and  his  son  died  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Not  once." 

"  Not  just  before  dinner  ?  " 

"  I  have  told  you  not  once,"  exclaimed  the  witness, 
with  flashing  eyes,  while  her  face  burned  scarlet 
with  anger,  for  it  will  be  seen  that  the  question  was 
suggestive,  and  the  witness  was  not  indifferent  to  that. 

"  Then  if  it  were  suggested  that  you  were  seen 
hurriedly  retreating  from  the  room  just  before  dinner, 
it  would  be  false  ?  " 

"  It  would  be  a  shameful  lie  !  "  came  the  emphatic 
answer. 

Miss  Cortazzi  was  allowed  to  step  down  from  the  wit- 
ness-box. She  had  proved  what  lawyers  called  "  a  tough 
witness,"  and  not  much  had  been  made  of  her;  but 
there  was  a  general  feeling  that  she  had  a  good  deal  in 
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reserve,  and  knew  very  much  more  than  she  cared  to 
reveal,  while  cross-examination  had  failed  to  make  her 
reveal  it.  She  had  given  her  evidence  with  great 
deliberation  and  self-possession,  with  the  exception 
of  once  or  twice  when  she  lost  her  temper  at  being 
asked  questions  that  she  considered  wounded  her 
dignity.  But  the  impression  made  on  my  mind — for  I 
was  present  and  heard  all  the  evidence — was  that  this 
loss  of  temper  was  assumed  for  a  purpose.  Of  course  I 
might  have  been  wrong,  but  such  was  my  impression, 
and  I  mention  it. 

The  next  witness  called  was  the  widow,  who  was 
dressed  in  deep  mourning  and  seemed  overwhelmed 
with  grief.  She  corroborated  the  Italian  maid  about 
the  screen  incident,  and  also  about  her  not  being  in  her 
mistress's  confidence.  Mrs.  Melville  insisted  that  she 
was  very  fond  indeed  of  her  stepson,  though  he  was  not 
always  kind  to  her,  for  he  supported  his  father  in  his 
absurd  jealousy.  When  she  went  away  while  her 
husband  was  in  London,  she  went  to  Edinburgh  to  stay 
with  a  relative,  a  Mrs.  Campbell,  who  was  her  half- 
cousin,  and  the  wife  of  an  Edinburgh  lawyer.  (This 
was  subsequently  confirmed.)  As  regards  the  gentle- 
man who  had  been  known  to  call  upon  her  during  the 
absence  of  her  husband,  she  resolutely  declined  to  say 
who  he  was.  She  declined  to  mix  him  up  in  the  case. 
He  had  called  upon  her  on  private  business,  and  was 
almost  an  utter  stranger  to  her.  She  herself  had  sent 
for  the  doctor  as  soon  as  she  heard  that  her  husband 
and  his  son  were  ill,  though  they  both  desired  her  not  to 
do  so.  She  was  stricken  with  uncontrollable  grief  when 
she  was  informed  how  serious  the  illness  was,  and  she 
had  begged  of  Dr.  Gordon  to  telegraph  both  to  Glasgow 
and   Edinburgh   for  the   best   doctors   that   could   be 
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obtained,  and  tell  them  to  come  on  by  special  train. 
But  Dr.  Gordon  had  said  that  course  would  be  useless, 
and  that  if  Dr.  Brinsmead,  of  Carlisle,  could  not  save 
the  patients  no  one  else  could.  Several  other  witnesses 
were  examined,  including  all  the  servants,  but  nothing 
was  elicited  that  justified  a  legal  accusation  being  made 
against  any  individual. 

The  Coroner's  Court  was  adjourned  four  different 
times  to  enable  the  medical  evidence  to  be  completed. 
The  analytical  work  had  been  carried  out  in  Edinburgh, 
and  proved  very  conclusively  that  death  in  each  case 
was  entirely  due  to  antimonial  poisoning,  a  considerable 
quantity  of  the  deadly  drug,  black  antimony,  being 
found  in  the  stomach  and  intestines  of  both  men.  The 
few  drops  of  port  wine  remaining  in  the  decanter,  and 
which  was  too  small  a  quantity  for  analysis,  was  given 
to  a  rabbit.  Symptoms  of  poisoning  soon  set  up,  and 
the  rabbit  died.  When  it  was  examined  after  death  its 
stomach  and  intestines  were  found  to  be  inflamed  and 
ulcerated  as  in  the  case  of  the  human  beings. 

Thus,  then,  there  was  conclusive  evidence  of  two 
things.  Firstly,  Colonel  Melville  and  his  son  had  died 
of  poison,  and  the  poison  used  to  produce  death  was 
black  antimony,  a  powerful  mineral  poison  which  is 
very  fatal  to  human  beings,  but  may  be  given  to  horses 
almost  with  impunity.  Secondly,  the  vehicle  used  for 
conveying  the  poison  into  the  system  of  the  victims  was 
the  port  wine,  of  which  both  partook  immediately  after 
dinner. 

Now,  was  it  likely  that  the  men  put  the  poison  into 
the  wine  themselves  ? 

The  only  answer  to  this  is—  No. 

Consequently  it  was  not  a  case  of  suicide.  Not  being 
suicide,  it  might  have  been  misadventure,  but  that  was 
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so  unlikely  that  it  was  not  necessary  to  take  it  into 
consideration.  So,  not  being  misadventure  nor  suicide, 
it  was  murder — wilful  murder.  Murder  of  a  cold- 
blooded, diabolical  kind.  Who  was  the  murderer  ? 
The  inquiry,  long  and  exhaustive  as  it  was,  quite  failed 
to  fix  the  shadow  of  guilt  on  any  one,  and  the  verdict 
of  the  Coroner's  Court  was,  "  Wilful  murder  against 
some  person  or  persons  unknown."  Of  course,  until 
that  person  or  those  persons  were  found  the  case  could 
not  go  on  to  its  next  stage,  as  there  was  no  one  to  send 
for  trial,  and  it  was  no  use  having  a  trial  without  some 
person  to  try. 

It  was  a  mystery — a  dark,  and  apparently  unfathom- 
able mystery.  Every  one  felt  that,  and  there  was  a 
generally  expressed  hope  that  the  criminal  might  be 
brought  to  justice. 

The  Colonel  and  his  son  had  been  so  universally 
beloved  in  the  neighbourhood  that  their  cruel  death 
caused  widespread  sorrow  and  a  feeling  of  intense 
irritation  against  the  unknown  criminal.  Where  was 
that  criminal  ?  There  was  one  point  as  certain  as 
anything  was  certain  in  the  case — the  murderer  was  a 
member  of  the  household.  One  guilty  brain  at  least 
amongst  those  who  lived  at  that  castle  nursed  the  dark 
and  corroding  secret.     Whose  brain  was  it  ? 

This  was  the  problem  set  me,  and  upon  which  I  went 
to  work  with  a  feeling  that  I  should  succeed  in  finding 
the  correct  solution.  The  tragedy  had  been  played  out 
to  its  ghastly  end,  but  the  motive  and  the  murderer  had 
yet  to  be  discovered.  The  case  was  one  of  those 
strange  stories  in  human  history  which  read  like 
thrilling  melodrama,  and  yet  when  put  into  print  are 
regarded  by  certain  people  as  exaggerated  fiction.  In 
this  particular  instance  it  was  perfectly  obvious  that 
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cunning  and  craft,  malignant  hatred,  envy,  or  jealousy, 
had  all  worked  to  bring  about  the  fatal  result,  and  that 
result  was  the  outcome  of  a  cold,  cruel,  devilish 
plotting,  which  all  too  forcibly  illustrated  how  hideously 
wicked  human  beings  can  be. 

There  were  three  or  four  points  in  connection  with 
this  remarkable  case  which  were  of  the  greatest  impor- 
tance, though  they  were  only  parts  in  the  complicated 
puzzle.  Firstly,  Hulton  swore  that  when  the  gentle- 
men rose  from  the  dinner-table  about  two  wine-glasses 
of  port  remained  in  the  decanter.  It  was  a  small 
quantity,  but  sufficient  for  the  purpose  of  analysis. 
Nevertheless,  it  had  disappeared,  and,  if  Hulton's 
evidence  was  to  be  believed,  he  had  not  made  away 
with  it,  nor  did  he  know  how  it  had  gone.  The  butler's 
pantry  was  a  room  about  fourteen  feet  square  in  the 
passage  leading  from  the  dining-hall  to  the  kitchen. 
Here  he  opened  and  decanted  all  his  wine,  and  thither 
he  removed  all  wine  from  the  table  when  the  meals 
were  ended.  It  followed,  therefore,  that  whoever 
emptied  the  wine  out  of  the  decanter  after  it  had  been 
removed  on  the  fatal  day  had  purposely  gone  to  that 
pantry,  and  the  same  person  who  was  so  anxious  to  get 
rid  of  the  remaining  portion  of  wine  was,  presumably, 
the  same  person  who  had  poisoned  the  wine  before  the 
unfortunate  gentlemen  sat  down  to  partake  of  it.  In 
the  pantry  was  a  lead-lined  sink  with  a  water-tap  over 
it.  Now,  the  natural  conclusion  to  come  to  would  be 
that  the  wine  had  been  poured  down  that  sink,  and  then 
washed  away  with  water  from  the  tap.  But  I  elicited 
from  Hulton  that  it  was  his  custom,  without  exception, 
always  to  half -fill  that  sink  with  warm  water,  in  which 
he  put  a  little  soft  soap  and  soda,  just  before  each  meal, 
so  that  as  the  silver  was  removed  from  the  table  it  was 
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at  once  transferred  to  the  water  in  the  sink  in  order 
that  it  might  be  washed  immediately.  He  was  very 
particular  with  respect  to  this  duty,  as,  rightly  or 
wrongly,  he  maintained  that  silver  could  not  be  kept  in 
good  condition  unless  it  was  washed  at  once  after  being 
used. 

Now,  taking  it  for  granted  that  the  water  was  in  the 
sink  when  the  person  went  there  to  get  rid  of  the  wine, 
it  follows  that  the  wine  could  not  have  been  emptied 
down  the  sink.  Consequently  it  must  have  been 
poured  out  elsewhere.  In  studying  the  place  in  search 
of  aids  to  unravelling  the  mystery,  I  noted  that  the 
pantry  was  lighted  by  an  oblong  window  opening 
doorwise  on  hinges  by  means  of  a  flat  iron  bar  attached 
to  the  bottom  part  of  the  window,  and  pierced  with 
holes  which  fitted  on  a  peg  when  the  window  was  open, 
and  thus  kept  it  from  being  blown  to.  The  opening 
of  the  window  was  protected  against  the  entrance  of 
burglars  by  two  stout  upright  bars. 

"  Probably,"  thought  I,  "  the  poieoned  wine  was 
poured  through  that  window." 

So  I  went  outside  to  the  garden.  The  window  was 
about  ten  feet  from  the  ground.  Beneath  was  an 
unkempt  patch  of  rank  weeds  and  ferns,  for  it  was  a 
neglected  corner,  being  in  an  angle  of  the  building  and 
shut  off  from  the  sun.  The  weeds  and  ferns  that  grew 
in  such  rank  profusion  beneath  the  window  I  subjected 
to  a  most  searching  scrutiny,  with  the  result  that  I 
detected  some  distinct  traces  of  a  coloured  fluid  on 
certain  of  the  plants,  and  these  I  gathered  with  the 
greatest  possible  care,  and  wrapped  them  in  sheets 
of  clean,  white  letter-paper.  This  little  matter  I  with- 
held from  every  one  in  the  house,  deeming  it  better  for 
the  time  being  to  keep  it  secret. 
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At  the  earliest  possible  moment  I  sealed  the  packets 
and  despatched  them  to  Edinburgh  to  Professor  Randal 
Mnir,  with  a  request  that  he  would  subject  them  to  the 
severest  test  imaginable  for  traces  of  antimony.  This 
poison  being  a  heavy  mineral,  leaves  in  its  sulphuretted 
form  a  blackish-grey  sediment  behind  after  being 
mixed  with  fluid,  which  adheres  to  anything  upon 
which  it  may  drop. 

The  next  point  of  importance  in  the  case  was  the 
evidence  of  Cornelia  Cortazzi.  I  watched  and  studied 
this  young  woman  very  closely,  and  I  was  convinced  she 
was  a  most  excellent  actress,  with  an  extraordinary 
power  of  concealing  the  true  state  of  her  mind.  When 
she  swore  that  Mrs.  Melville  had  never  made  a  con- 
fidante of  her  I  did  not  believe  her.  My  own  opinion 
was  there  were  a  good  many  secrets  between  the  two 
women,  and  these  secrets,  if  they  could  only  be  brought 
to  light,  would  give  us  the  key  to  the  mystery. 

Still  another  point  was  the  evidence  sworn  to  by 
Hulton  to  the  effect  that  on  entering  the  dining-room 
fust  before  dinner  on  the  fatal  day,  he  saw  signs  of 
some  one  beating  a  hasty  retreat  by  the  door  at  the 
opposite  end  of  the  room,  and  that  somebody  was 
evidently  a  woman,  because  the  tail  of  her  dress  got 
shut  in  between  the  door  and  the  jamb,  and  in  order  to 
release  it  she  had  to  re-open  the  door  an  inch  or  two. 
Now,  unless  this  was  false  evidence — but  there  were  no 
grounds  whatever  for  supposing  it  was — it  was  terribly 
suggestive.  It  raised  up  a  picture  of  a  vindictive 
woman,  with  the  demon  Murder  sitting  in  her  heart, 
stealing  into  that  room,  and  dropping  the  deadly  drug 
into  the  port,  and  making  her  escape  just  in  time  to 
prevent  the  butler  from  seeing  her.  There  was  little 
reason  to  doubt  that  the  wine  was  poisoned  about  that 


238  SUSPICION  AROUSED. 

time,  for,  be  it  remembered,  tbe  Colonel  bad  drunk 
some  of  tbe  same  wine  from  tbe  same  decanter  tbe  pre- 
vious evening  at  dinner  and  bad  suffered  no  ill  effects. 
Studying  the  crime  in  all  its  aspects,  tbe  details  pointed 
to  a  very  deliberate,  cool,  and  cruel  planning,  so  tbat 
tbere  should  be  no  bitch  and  no  escape  for  the 
victims.  Two  victims  only  were  wanted,  namely,  the 
father  and  son,  hence  the  reason  that  the  port  wine  was 
selected  as  tbe  vehicle  in  which  to  administer  the  deadly 
drug,  for  it  was  known  to  some  at  least,  besides  tbe 
butler,  that  the  two  gentlemen  were  the  only  ones  in 
the  house  who  drank  port.  After  the  dinner  the 
poisoner  hastened  to  get  rid  of  the  small  quantity  of 
the  wine  remaining  in  the  decanter,  hoping  thereby  to 
destroy  all  evidence,  but  entire  success  did  not  attend 
this  effort. 

So  far,  then,  it  was  clearly  established  tbat  Colonel 
Melville  and  his  son  died  of  antimonial  poison  ;  that 
the  poison  was  put  into  the  port  wine  which  they  drank 
at  dinner,  and  that  after  dinner  some  one,  who  was 
evidently  on  the  watch  and  keenly  alert,  slipped  into 
tbe  butler's  pantry  during  the  time  that  he  was  finish- 
ing his  duties  in  the  dining-room,  and  emptied  out  the 
remaining  drops  of  port  wine  into  the  garden.  In  the 
course  of  a  week  I  established  the  fact  that  the  remain- 
ing wine  had  been  poured  out  of  tbe  window,  for  I 
received  the  following  note  from  Professor  Muir  : — 

"  Dear  Mr.  Doxovax, — 

"  In  accordance  with  your  request  I  lost  no  time  in 
very  carefully  examining  tbe  leaves  of  the  plants  which 
you  transmitted  to  me  in  sealed  packets.  On  placing 
these  leaves  under  tbe  microscope  I  discerned  distinct 
traces   of   a   dark-greyish   gritty   substance,   which    I 
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scraped  on  to  a  sheet  of  chemically  pure  white  paper. 
The  quantity  thus  collected  was  very  small,  and  would 
hardly  permit  of  analysis  alone.  I  therefore  adopted  the 
following  plan.  I  wetted  the  paper  and  the  black  gritty 
substance  with  muriatic  acid.  I  then  boiled  the  paper 
in  two  ounces  of  diluted  muriatic  acid,  and  by  applying 
known  tests  to  this  acid,  I  proved  the  presence  of 
metallic  antimony,  that  is,  sulphuret  of  antimony.  Col- 
lecting the  residuum  left  in  the  tube,  I  dissolved  it  in 
water,  and  then  injected  the  fluid  into  the  veins  of  a 
rabbit.  Soon  afterwards  the  animal  was  attacked  with 
vomiting  and  purging,  and  within  an  hour  it  was  dead. 
On  opening  the  body  I  found  considerable  redness  of 
the  coats  of  the  stomach  and  intestines.  The  lungs 
were  also  of  an  orange-red  colour.  They  were  gorged 
with  blood,  and  dense.  As  these  are  the  well-recognized 
symptoms  of  poisoning  with  the  prepared  sulphuret  of 
antimony,  or,  as  it  is  commonly  termed,  '  black  anti- 
tomy,'  I  have  no  hesitation  in  declaring  that  that  poison 
was  on  the  leaves  of  the  herbs  you  sent,  and  it  had 
probably  got  there  by  some  fluid  containing  the  powder 
being  poured  over  them." 

The  importance  of  this  scientific  evidence  could  not 
be  overlooked,  for  it  forged  another  valuable  link  in  the 
evidence,  since  it  was  strong  presumptive  evidence 
that  the  person  who  poisoned  the  wine  was  a  member  of 
the  household,  and  must  have  been  well  acquainted 
with  the  general  routine  and  habits  of  the  people. 

So  far  all  the  signs — which  to  me  were,  like  the 
handwriting     on     the     wall,    replete     with    startling 
significance — pointed  to  the  criminal  as  being  a  woman 
The  female  servants  consisted  of  a  cook,  a  dairymaid,  a 
little  girl,  aged  thirteen,  who  assisted  in  the  kitchen ; 


240  SUSPICION  AROUSED. 

two  chambermaids,  a  parlourmaid,  a  woman  who  did  the 
washing  (she  was  the  gardener's  wife),  and   Cornelia 
Cortazzi.      Besides   these    females,   there  were  in  the 
house  on  the  day  of  the  murder  Mrs.  Melville  and  Mrs. 
"Wortleberry.     Of  course,  I  will  leave  little  Jessie  out  of 
the  case  altogether.     After  cautious  investigation,  I  ex- 
cluded all  the  female  servants,  with  the  exception  of 
Cortazzi,  from  the  category  of  "  suspects."     That  is  to 
say,  there   was   nothing   that   I  could  suggest  which 
would  have  justified  suspicion  attaching  to  them.     We 
were,  therefore,  reduced  to  three  females — Mrs.  "Wortle- 
berry, Mrs.  Melville,  and  Cortazzi.     Mrs.  "Wortleberry 
was  an  old  lady,  greatly  respected  in  the  neighbourhood, 
professing  great  piety,  and  noted  for  her  philanthropy. 
It  was  little  less  than  absurd  to  suppose  that  she  could 
have  done  the  deed,  or  been  a  party  to  it  in  any  way, 
so  Mrs.  Melville  and  Cortazzi  alone  remained.     Never- 
theless, the  most  patient  and  exhaustive  inquiry  before 
the  coroner  had  quite  failed  to  elicit  a  single  fact  that 
would  have  warranted  either  or   both  of  these  women 
being   arrested.      Necessarily  I  was  driven  into  sus- 
pecting that  they  were  in  collusion  and  each  accessory  to 
the  fact.   Dreadful  as  it  was  to  suppose  that  Mrs.  Melville 
could  have  been  so  terribly  wicked  as  to  poison  her  hus- 
band and  her  crippled  stepson,  my  experience  justified 
the  supposition;  and  assuming  that  for  purposes  of  her 
own  she  had  resolved  on   the   horrible    deed,  it   was 
quite  conceivable  that  she  took  Cortazzi  into  her  confi- 
dence, and   that   the   Italian   co-operated  with  her  in 
bringing  about  the  fatal  result. 

Probably  the  reader  who  has  pursued  my  argument 
so  far  will  already  have  sat  in  judgment  on  Mrs. 
Melville  and  Cornelia  Cortazzi,  and  pronounced  them 
guilty.     But   stop  a  minute,  dear   sir   or  madam,  for 
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here  is  another  item  that  tends  to  very  greatly 
complicate  matters,  and  most  certainly  it  deepens  the 
mystery-  The  doorway  through  which  Hulton  saw  a 
woman  disappear  just  before  the  dinner  on  the  day  of 
the  crime  communicated  with  a  smoking-room.  From 
the  smoking-room  one  could  gain  a  side  passage,  into 
which  a  flight  of  stairs  descended  from  the  upper  part 
of  the  house,  or  he  could  pass  into  a  conservatory,  and 
thence  get  into  a  portion  of  the  grounds.  Now,  about 
the  time  that  Hulton  saw  the  smoking-room  door 
closed  and  a  piece  of  a  woman's  skirt  shut  in,  a  youth 
named  Charles  Jessop,  who  was  an  assistant  to  the 
gardener,  was  weeding  a  flower-bed  not  far  from  the 
conservatory,  when,  hearing  footsteps,  he  looked  up  from 
his  work  and  saw  a  woman,  who  had  evidently  come 
out  of  the  conservatory,  cross  the  gravel  path,  hurry 
across  the  lawn,  and  disappear  behind  some  bushes 
that  screened  her  further  movements  from  him. 
Charles  Jessop  was  a  dull-witted  country  hobbledehoy, 
and  though  the  woman  was  a  stranger  to  him,  and  he 
thought  she  was  a  beggar  or  loafer  of  some  kind,  he  did 
not  trouble  himself  to  rise  to  his  feet  and  use  some 
endeavours  to  ascertain  who  she  was,  and  what  she  had 
been  doing  in  the  conservatory.  He  said  that  she  had 
a  handkerchief  tied  over  her  head,  and  as  far  as  he 
could  see  she  was  very  dark  complexioned,  had  black 
hair,  and  was  shabbily  dressed.  Now,  this  incident 
was  rendered  the  more  mysterious  by  the  circumstance 
that  at  that  time  Cornelia  Cortazzi  was  in  the  nursery 
with  little  Jessie.  The  child,  having  been  playing  with 
a  knife,  had  cut  her  finger,  and  the  nurse  was  binding 
it  up.  This  I  proved  conclusively.  Mrs.  Melville  was 
in  her  bedroom  with  Mrs.  Wortleberry.  The  two 
ladies  had  been  there  for  at  least  an  hour,  and  Mrs. 

R. 
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Melville  was  still  in  the  midst  of  her  toilet,  and  did  not 
go  downstairs  with  her  friend  until  at  least  ten  minutes 
after  the  dinner-bell  rang.  The  gentlemen  then  were 
already  seated  at  the  table.  We  have  thus  a  third 
and  mysterious  personage  introduced  on  the  scene — a 
woman  with  black  hair,  dark  complexion,  and  shabbily 
dressed. 

Who  was  she  ? 

I  shall  suggest  an  answer  to  that  question  a  little 
further  on. 

Was  it  she  whom  Hulton  saw  disappearing  from  the 
dining-room  ? 

That  I  will  also  endeavour  to  give  a  logical  answer 
to,  but  in  the  meantime  let  us  endeavour  to  find  a 
motive  for  the  crime.  Mrs.  Melville  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  sometimes  going  to  Edinburgh  during  her 
husband's  absence.  Why  did  she  go  ?  She  herself 
stated  that  she  stayed  with  her  half-cousin,  a  Mrs. 
Campbell,  who  was  the  wife  of  a  lawyer.  That 
statement  I  found  to  be  correct,  but  Mrs.  Campbell 
was  given  to  drink,  and  Mrs.  Campbell's  career  had 
been  somewhat  shady.  Colonel  Melville  did  not  like 
either  of  them,  and  had  forbidden  his  wife  to  go  near 
them.  That  on  the  face  of  it  was  a  fairly  good  reason 
why  she  kept  her  visits  secret  from  the  Colonel.  But 
she  had  another  reason,  I  felt  sure  of,  and  it  was  that 
she  made  her  kinswoman's  house  a  rendezvous  for 
meeting  an  admirer.  Of  course  Mrs.  Campbell  denied 
it  strenuously,  but  I  did  not  place  any  reliance  on  what 
she  said.  This  statement  is  made  with  a  due  regard 
for  its  seriousness.  Then  again  it  had  come  out  that 
now  and  again  during  the  Colonel's  absence  a  military- 
looking  gentleman  had  come  to  Shot  Castle,  and  on 
those  occasions  Mrs.  Melville  did  not  go  to  Edinburgh. 
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She  very  resolutely  refused  to  give  the  slightest  informa- 
tion about  this  gentleman.  Why  should  that  have  been 
so  ?  If  everything  was  fair  and  above  board,  there  was 
no  necessity  for  concealment,  especially  in  a  case  of  this 
kind  where  a  foul  double  murder  had  been  committed. 

It  was  my  duty,  of  course,  to  get  evidence  of  a  kind 
that  would  justify  a  trial,  if  not  a  conviction  ;  but  the 
delicacy  and  difficulty  of  my  position  will,  I  am  sure, 
be  appreciated.  For  a  coroner's  jury,  after  a  patient 
and  exhaustive  inquiry,  having  failed  to  obtain  evidence 
against  any  particular  person  such  as  would  have  justi- 
fied arrest,  I  was  placed  at  a  great  disadvantage  in 
pursuing  my  inquiries,  and  had  to  work  in  a  secret  and 
silent  manner.  There  could  be  no  doubt,  so  far  as  the 
information  I  gathered  went,  and  that  information 
seemed  reliable  enough,  that  Mrs.  Melville  was  not 
particularly  attached  to  ber  stepson,  though  the  con- 
sensus of  opinion  was  that  he  was  a  most  amiable  and 
lovable  young  man.  Now,  what  were  the  causes  that 
led  to  her  disliking  him  ?  I  determined  these  for  my- 
self, of  course,  theoretically.  He  was  greatly  attached 
to  his  father,  consequently  not  likely  to  have  remained 
silent  had  he  seen  anything  on  the  part  of  his  step- 
mother that  would  have  seemed  to  him  like  disloyalty 
or  faithlessness  to  his  father.  Let  us  suppose,  therefore, 
that  he  had  seen  something  that  he  disapproved  of,  and 
had  taken  her  to  task,  that  would  establish  a  raison 
d'etre  for  the  feeling  she  displayed  towards  him.  We 
will  go  a  step  further,  and  assume  that  he  had  spoken 
to  his  father  on  the  subject,  and  here  at  once  we  have 
an  explanation  of  the  scene  in  the  drawing-room, 
when  Hulton  discovered  Cortazzi  concealed  behind  the 
screen. 

According  to  Hulton,  the  Colonel  and  his  wife  had 

k  2 
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been  quarrelling.  He  was  obviously  jealous  of  ber,  and 
these  words  were  beard  by  the  butler — 

"  Maude,  tbis  must  end ;  I  cannot  endure  it ;  it  is 
embittering  and  poisoning  my  wbole  life." 

What  did  tbese  words  point  to  ?  To  my  mind  they 
were  pregnant  with  deep  significance.  The  Colonel 
was  jealous.  His  jealousy  was  the  result  of  certain 
communications  made  to  him  by  bis  son,  and  it  bad  led 
to  an  unhappy  difference  between  the  Colonel  and  his 
wife  ;  and  in  this  connection  let  us  not  overlook  the 
words  which  Mrs.  Melville  gave  utterance  to  in  Hulton's 
presence  after  the  Colonel  had  left  the  room.  With  a 
passionate  outburst  of  feeling  she  exclaimed — 

"  Oh,  what  a  blind,  stupid  fool  I  have  been  !  " 

In  what  way  had  she  been  a  blind,  stupid  fool  ?  The 
only  answer  that  readily  comes  to  this  query  is 
that  she,  being  a  young,  handsome  woman,  had 
married  a  man  double  her  age,  and,  like  thousands 
before  her,  bitterly  regretted  it  when  too  late.  On  the 
day  I  am  alluding  to  she  had  consented  to  Cornelia 
Cortazzi  concealing  herself  behind  the  screen,  so  that 
the  Italian  might  be  a  witness  of  what  passed  between 
them.  This  incontestably  proved  collusion  between  the 
two  women.  On  the  other  hand,  what  could  have  been 
the  ulterior  motive  of  Mrs.  Melville  in  wishing  to  have 
a  witness  ?  The  Colonel  was  not  a  man  likely  to  so  far 
forget  himself  as  to  resort  to  personal  violence  against  a 
woman,  and  that  woman  his  wife.  It  was  agreed  on 
all  sides  that  he  was  a  gentleman  in  the  truest  sense  of 
the  word,  and  not  likely  to  resort  to  methods  of  enforc- 
ing his  opinions  such  as  are  generally  associated  with 
the  brutal  and  the  ignorant.  A  gentleman  with  any 
sense  of  chivalry  would  Lave  to  be  provoked  in  a  very 
extraordinary    manner  if  he   so  far  lost  command  of 
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himself  as  to  strike  a  woman.  I  ascertained  that 
Mrs.  Melville  had  formerly  been  a  Miss  M'Ainsh. 
She  was  the  only  daughter  of  an  Edinburgh  draper 
who  had  made  money  and  retired  to  London  with  his 
wife  and  family.  He  subsequently  lost  nearly  the 
whole  of  his  money,  however,  owing  to  the  failure  of 
a  bank.  Previous  to  this  Miss  M'Ainsh  had  displayed 
a  great  love  of  gaiety.  She  thought  of  little  else  but 
theatres,  balls,  parties,  picnics,  and  the  like,  and  was 
said  to  have  been  a  very  great  flirt.  It  was  generally 
supposed  that  her  marriage  with  the  Colonel  was  a 
marriage  of  convenience,  not  of  love  so  far  as  she  was 
concerned.  He  had  means,  and  she  was  poor;  more- 
over, he  was  a  man  who  moved  in  excellent  society,  and 
she  was  ambitious  of  being  well  connected.  She  met 
him  after  her  father's  misfortune,  and  she  had  not 
known  him  very  long  before  she  consented  to  become 
his  wife.  They  lived  in  London  for  a  time,  having  a 
house  in  Kensington.  But  he  was  fond  of  the  country  ; 
he  liked  shooting,  fishing,  and  kindred  sports,  hence  the 
reason  that  he  took  Shot  Castle.  His  wife  expressed  a 
strong  objection  to  going  to  live  there.  She  said  one 
might  as  well  bury  one's  self  as  to  go  and  reside  in  a 
place  so  far  removed  from  everything  and  everybody. 
She  wished  her  husband  to  retain  the  house  in  London 
as  well,  but  this  he  declined  to  do,  saying  that  he  could 
not  afford  it,  and  so  they  removed  to  the  Border  country, 
though  Mrs.  Melville  never  took  kindly  to  it.  She 
complained  greatly  of  the  want  of  society,  and  she  said 
it  was  a  "  deadly  dull  place." 

The  opinion  I  formed  of  Mrs.  Melville  was  that  she 
was  an  exceedingly  superficial  woman,  with  no  resource 
within  herself.  She  liked  excitement  and  frivolity,  and  a 
quiet  country  existence  had  no  charm  for  her. 
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If  we  now  consider  all  these  things — the  lady's 
antecedents,  her  temperament,  her  small-mindedness, 
and  the  sense  of  disappointment  under  which  she 
laboured — we  can  readily  understand  that  the  Colonel's 
married  life  was  not  without  its  dark  and  thorny  side. 
She  was,  as  I  have  said,  an  exceedingly  pretty  woman 
physically.  By  this  I  wish  to  convey  that  she  lacked 
prettiness  of  mind.  Her  face  was  expressionless  in  a 
sense,  her  blue  eyes  cold  and  suggestive  of  hardness  of 
heart.  She  gave  me  the  impression  of  being  a  deceitful 
woman,  with  a  great  deal  of  cunning  in  her  nature. 
She  did  not  look  one  full  in  the  face,  and  she  prevari- 
cated a  great  deal  when  she  wished  to  avoid  giving  a 
straightforward  answer  to  a  question.  She  was  not 
unconscious,  of  course,  that  suspicion  had  fallen  upon 
her,  and  this  made  her  peculiarly  crafty  and  cautious. 

My  attempts  to  discover  who  the  "  military-looking  " 
man  was  who  had  on  two  or  three  occasions  come  to  the 
Castle  in  her  husband's  absence  were  not  crowned  with 
success.  It  was  significant  that  twice  at  least  when  he 
came  the  Colonel's  son  was  also  away  from  home  ;  and 
on  another  occasion  the  young  fellow  was  confined  to 
his  room  with  illness.  The  stranger's  visits  were  of 
brief  duration,  and  only  once  did  he  take  anything  in 
the  house.  Then  a  very  plain  luncheon  was  served  by 
Hulton  in  Mrs.  Melville's  boudoir.  Hulton  described 
him  as  "  a  showy  man  in  the  very  prime  of  life."  He 
always  came  to  the  house  on  foot,  and  left  on  foot,  so 
that  the  servants  had  no  means  of  knowing  where  he 
came  from. 

It  was  of  the  very  highest  importance  in  a  case  of  this 
kind  that  one  should  endeavour  to  discover  the  source 
from  whence  the  poison  was  obtained,  and  I  had  had 
that  in  my  mind  from  the  very  commencement. 
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The  reader  perhaps  knows,  and,  if  he  doesn't,  he  will 
pardon  me  for  telling  him,  that  antimony  is  the  base  of 
the  tartar  emetic  of  commerce.  In  its  natural  state  it  is 
of  a  bluish-white  colour,  and  does  not  tarnish,  as  most 
metallic  substances  do.  It  can  be  melted  very  readily, 
but  is  not  in  any  way  volatile.  "What  is  known  as  the 
"  prepared  sulphuret  "  is  blackish-grey,  and  can  be  dis- 
solved with  muriatic  acid  and  heat.  This  sulphuret  is 
very  deadly  to  human  beings  and  most  animals.  Its 
action  is  principally  on  the  stomach  and  intestines,  which 
it  gradually  corrodes,  and  produces  the  most  agonizing 
suffering.  For  this  reason  it  is  one  of  the  most  dreadful 
and  cruel  poisons  a  human  being  can  suffer  from.  Yet, 
strangely  enough,  it  can  be  administered  to  a  horse  with 
great  advantage,  as  it  puts  the  animal  in  what  is  termed 
"  condition,"  and  makes  his  coat  soft  and  glossy.  This 
peculiarity  has  long  been  known,  and  grooms  have  been 
in  the  habit  of  using  it.  On  account  of  its  danger, 
however,  in  careless  hands,  and  the  facilities  it  offers  to 
any  one  evil-minded  enough  to  wish  to  destroy  a  fellow- 
being's  life,  horse-owners  generally  set  their  face 
against  having  it  in  their  stables. 

I  found,  however,  that  antimony  had  at  one  time 
been  used  in  the  stable  at  Shot  Castle.  The  Colonel 
had  a  favourite  horse  which  suffered  very  much  from 
boils,  and  a  veterinary  surgeon  ordered  antimony  to  be 
given ;  but  that  was  a  long  time  before  the  death  of 
the  Colonel  and  his  son,  and  the  most  careful  search 
of  the  stable  failed  to  bring  to  light  any  trace  of 
antimony,  and  the  coachman  was  of  opinion  that  every 
bit  of  it  had  been  used.  Of  course,  I  did  not  shut  my 
eyes  to  the  probability  that  some  had  been  taken  away 
during  the  time  it  was  being  medicinally  used  in  the 
stable.     Assuming  that  to  have  been  the  case,  did  it 
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not  suggest  that  the  crime  had  long  been  planned, 
though  it  was  rather  singular  that  it  should  have  been 
carried  out  on  the  day  when  there  was  a  visitor  in  the 
house  ?     Why  was  that  particular  day  chosen  ? 

And  now  I  must  revert  to  the  mysterious  person  who 
was  seen  by  the  youth,  Charles  Jessop,  coming  from  the 
conservatory  on  the  day  of  the  murder.  That  woman 
was  an  utter  stranger,  because  the  youth  did  not 
recognize  her ;  and  nobody  in  the  house,  so  far  as  I 
could  ascertain,  was  aware  of  such  a  person  having 
been  there  for  any  legitimate  purpose.  What  had  she 
been  doing  in  the  conservatory  ?  Had  she  not  been 
farther  than  the  conservatory  and  into  the  dining- 
room  ?  If  so,  was  it  her  hand  that  placed  the  deadly 
drug  in  the  port- wine  decanter  ?  and  was  she  a  mere 
tool  or  a  principal  ?  A  tool  most  likely,  because  every- 
thing pointed  to  the  conclusion  that  she  could  not 
have  gone  into  the  pantry  after  the  dinner  and  have 
emptied  the  remaining  wine  out  of  the  decanter. 
Whoever  did  that  was  well  acquainted  with  the  house, 
and  must  have  watched  the  butler,  because  when  he  was 
removing  the  things  from  the  dinner-table,  he  was 
constantly  in  and  out  of  the  pantry.  It  was  during 
one  of  his  brief  intervals  of  absence  that  the  wine  was 
thrown  out,  and  whoever  threw  it  out  must  have  been 
watching  for  the  opportunity.  The  strange  woman 
could  hardly  have  been  in  the  house  and  have  got 
away  without  being  noticed.  Jessop's  description  of 
her  was  that  she  had  the  outward  semblance  of  a 
vagrant. 

For  some  time  a  family  of  gipsies  had  been  encamped 
about  seven  miles  from  Shot  Castle  in  a  little  dell  by 
the  side  of  a  stream.  They  were  there  on  the  day  of 
the  murder.     Amongst  their    number  were    three   or 
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four  women  answering  to  the  description  given  by  Jessop. 
Was  it  one  of  those  women  who  came  from  the  conserva- 
tory ?  I  strongly  suspected  it,  but  they  all  declared 
that  they  were  not  absent  from  their  camp  that  day  at 
all.  I  did  not  attach  much  importance  to  that  asser- 
tion. They  were  not  the  sort  of  people  who  had  any 
very  high  regard  for  truth,  but  the  difficulties  in  the 
way  of  disproving  their  statement  were  insurmountable. 
I  kept  a  secret  watch  on  their  camp  for  weeks.  I  tried 
to  find  out  if  any  of  their  number  had  received  money 
of  late,  but  all  to  no  purpose.  If  they  had  any  guilty 
knowledge,  they  knew  how  to  conceal  it. 

It  is  surely  no  confession  of  weakness  to  say  that  I 
was  baffled.  All  the  resources  of  my  art  I  had  brought 
to  bear  without  avail.  Such  ingenuity  as  I  possessed 
I  had  exercised  to  its  uttermost  limits.  I  resorted 
to  every  means  known  to  my  calling,  and  to  means 
peculiar  to  myself,  and  yet  I  had  failed  to  drag  the 
hidden  mystery  to  light  and  reveal  the  dark  and  dread- 
ful secret  to  the  world.  The  law  wanted  legal  evidence, 
and  no  legal  evidence  was  forthcoming.  Theory  did 
not  satisfy  blind  Justice,  who  said,  "  Let  me  have  some- 
thing that  is  unmistakable  evidence  of  the  guilt  of  So- 
and-so,  and  then  I  will  smite ;  but  I  cannot  strike 
at  random  and  in  the  dark,  for  it  involves  a  question 
of  human  life,  and  human  life  must  not  be  exacted  as  a 
penalty  except  on  the  clearest  of  evidence." 

I  recognized  the  solemnity  of  this  dictum,  but  human 
cunning  had  for  once  thwarted  me.  It  was  not  that 
in  this  particular  crime  any  extraordinary  amount  of 
cleverness  had  been  displayed.  On  the  contrary,  it  was 
a  clumsy  murder,  but  it  had  succeeded  owing  to  a  con- 
catenation of  circumstances,  which  favoured  the  criminal 
in  a  very  special  manner  and  cheated  Justice  of  her  due. 


250  SUSPICION  AROUSED. 

To  most  people  it  will  seem  strange  that  such  a 
murder  should  have  been  committed  in  such  a  place  at 
such  an  hour  and  under  such  conditions  without  some 
flaw  being  detected  in  the  precautions  taken  by  the 
murderer  by  which  the  crime  could  have  been  brought 
home.  But  so  it  was.  Luck  was  on  the  side  of  the 
evil-doer,  and  that  luck  enabled  the  majesty  of  the  law 
to  be  outraged  with  impunity 

It  may  be  suggested  that  the  person  who  could  most 
easily  have  poisoned  the  wine  with  the  very  minimum 
of  risk  was  John  Hulton,  the  butler.  But  here,  let  me 
say,  I  watched  Hulton  closely,  though  not  the  shadow 
of  a  sign  could  I  detect  that  would  have  warranted 
suspicion  of  him.  In  his  case  there  was  an  utter 
absence  of  all  motive.  He  had  absolutely  nothing  to 
gain,  so  far  as  one  could  tell.  He  was  known  to  have 
been  a  great  favourite  with  his  master,  and  he  himself 
was  strongly  attached  to  Walter  Melville.  No,  John 
Hulton  was  as  innocent  as  a  new-born  baby.  Possibly 
it  was  considered  by  the  criminal  that  suspicion  might 
fall  and  rest  upon  the  butler,  and,  had  he  been  a 
different  man  to  what  he  was,  it  would  have  done  so. 
But  his  life  had  been  singularly  free  from  blemish. 
He  was  a  steady,  upright,  God-fearing  man,  who  wore 
his  heart  upon  his  sleeve. 

And  so  it  comes  to  pass  that  the  Shot  Castle  mystery 
remains  a  mystery  still.  Years  have  waxed  and 
waned  since  the  fatal  day  when  poor  Colonel  Melville 
and  his  crippled  son  were  so  cruelly  done  to  death. 
They  sleep  in  the  little  village  churchyard,  and  the  grass 
has  waved  for  many  a  season  above  their  grave,  but  their 
murderer  has  escaped.  Within  a  very  short  time  of 
the  crime  the  Castle  was  shut  up,  and  once  more  it  was 
given  over  to  silence  and  decay.     Mrs.  Melville  was  left 
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very  well  off  indeed  by  her  husband,  for  the  whole  of 
his  fortune  was  to  go  to  her  in  the  event  of  his  son  not 
outliving  him.  She  went  to  reside  in  Edinburgh,  and 
Cornelia  Cortazzi  returned  to  her  native  country,  Italy, 
and  was  of  necessity  soon  lost  sight  of.  But,  all  un- 
known to  herself,  Mrs.  Melville  was  watched  for  a  long 
time,  though  nothing  could  be  brought  against  her.  If 
the  strange  man  whom  she  was  supposed  to  receive  when 
she  went  to  Edinburgh,  and  who  was  known  to  have 
visited  her  at  Shot  Castle,  had  made  her  any  promise, 
he  did  not,  so  far  as  outsiders  could  tell,  fulfil  that 
promise.  For  no  man  answering  his  description  was 
ever  seen  to  go  near  her  when  she  became  a  widow. 
Had  he  got  frightened  and  deserted  her  ?  That  cer- 
tainly seems  a  rational  theory,  and  probably  it  was  true. 
But  this  is  just  one  of  those  sort  of  tantalizing  cases 
which  make  one  feel  that  it  would  be  worth  any 
amount  of  money  to  be  able  to  drag  the  secret  to  light. 
But  the  secret  remains  a  secret,  and  is  likely  to  do  so 
until  the  grave  shall  give  up  its  dead,  and  all  hearts 
shall  be  laid  bare. 

It  is  a  strange  commentary  upon  this  story  of  a  dark 
deed,  that  exactly  fourteen  months  after  her  husband's 
death,  Mrs.  Melville  married  a  draper's  assistant.  He 
was  at  least  ten  years  younger  than  she  was,  and 
was  a  narrow-chested,  white-faced,  insignificant-looking 
specimen  of  a  man,  whose  expression  was  rather  that  of  an 
idiot  than  of  an  intelligent  being.  "What  she  could 
have  seen  in  him  to  admire  it  is  impossible  to  say. 
Perhaps  she  took  him  in  very  desperation,  driven  to 
it  by  the  bitterness  of  a  cankering  disappointment. 
Perhaps  she  felt  that  she  could  not  live  without  a  com- 
panion of  some  sort,  and  better  to  have  a  fool  than  no 
one  at  all.     After    her    marriage    she    removed  from 
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Edinburgh  and  took  up  her  residence  in  the  island  of 
Jersey,  where,  as  I  subsequently,  learned,  her  husband 
acquired  a  taste  for  strong  drink  and  card-playing, 
and  he  and  his  wife  led  a  cat-and-dog  life.  The 
sudden  jump  from  a  draper's  counter  to  the  position 
of  the  husband  of  a  wealthy  woman  was  evidently  too 
much  for  his  addled  brain,  and  success  ruined  him. 
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THE  STRANGE  STORY  OF  AN  OLD  MAN'S 

LOVE. 

One  morning  a  gentleman  called  upon  me  and  sent 
in  his  card,  which  bore  the  inscription : — 

HENRI  I3ELMOXT, 
The  Tower, 

Cromwell  Tload, 
Kensington. 

He  said  his  business  was  private  and  urgent,  and  that 
he  would  be  obliged  if  I  would  see  him  at  once.  I 
could  not  do  that,  however,  as  I  was  engaged,  and  it 
was  half-an-hour  before  I  could  grant  him  an  interview. 

He  was  a  handsome,  even  fascinating  man,  with  a 
suave  manner,  a  smiling  face,  clear  blue  eyes,  a  light 
beard  and  moustache,  and  light  curly  hair  that  fell 
about  a  white  and  well-shaped  forehead.  His  physique 
was  faultless,  his  presence  commanding,  and  he  was 
exceedingly  pleasant,  affable,  and  condescending.  He 
was  in  possession  of  a  perfect  set  of  teeth,  and  it  seemed 
as  if  his  moustache  had  been  specially  trimmed  and 
trained  so  as  not  to  hide  them.  His  face  bore  the 
ruddy  glow  of  health,  and  was  one  of  those  laughing 
faces  which  do  one  good  to  look  at.  In  age  he  was  not 
more  than  thirty-two,  and  might  even  have  passed  for  a 
younger  man.  He  did  not  strike  me  as  being  either  a 
thinker,  or  a  person  of  any  striking  powers  of  intellect. 
I  classed  him  at  once  as  amongst  the  light  comedy 
gentlemen  of  the  great  human  family.     A  fellow  who 
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lived  well,  dressed  well,  was  a  bon  vivant,  somewhat  of  a 
gourmet,  finnicking,  faddy,  vain,  conceited,  always  on 
good  terms  with  himself,  and  who  was  utterly  incapable 
of  taking  a  serious  view  of  anything.  You  could 
imagine  him  saying  to  the  friend  who  had  lent  him  a 
five-pound  note  and  was  requesting  its  return — 

"  All  right,  dear  old  chap,  don't  let  it  worry  you.  I 
will  return  it  to  you  some  day.  In  the  meantime  just 
lend  me  another  fiver,  and  come  and  sup  with  me,  and 
I  will  stand  a  bottle  of  fiz." 

He  spoke  with  just  a  suspicion  of  a  foreign  accent, 
and  gesticulated  and  shrugged  his  shoulders  in  the 
most  approved  French  or  Italian  fashion.  The  fore- 
going was  the  estimate  I  formed  of  the  man  before  he 
had  been  with  me  five  minutes,  and  to  what  extent 
I  was  correct,  will  presently  be  seen.  Let  me  add 
that  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that,  while  I  might  enjoy 
his  acquaintanceship  and  like  him  as  a  companion,  I 
should  not  care  to  trust  him  as  a  friend.  This  involves 
a  very  nice  distinction,  which  the  reader  who  under- 
stands friendship  in  its  exalted  sense  will  appreciate. 

"  I  have  ventured  to  call  upon  you,  Mr.  Donovan," 
he  began,  "  on  a  very  delicate  and  somewhat  peculiar 
mission." 

"  Are  you  a  native  of  this  country,  sir  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Yes  and  no.  My  mother  was  a  French  lady,  my 
father  an  Englishman.  I  was  born  at  Lyons,  and 
remained  in  France  until  I  was  fourteen.  Then  I  came 
to  this  country,  where  I  have  been  ever  since." 

"  Thank  you,"  I  said.  "  And  now,  sir,  what  can  I 
have  the  pleasure  of  doing  for  you  ?  " 

"  May  I  be  permitted  to  state  my  own  case  in  my 
own  way  ? "  he  asked  with  an  exceedingly  pleasant 
smile,  and  displaying  his  white  even  teeth  as  he  spoke. 
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He  was  very  conscious  of  those  teeth.     That  fact  could 
not  be  mistaken  by  the  most  casual  observer. 

"  Oh,  certainly,"  I  replied. 

"  And  if  my  olfactory  nerves  deceive  me  not,"  he 
continued  still  smiling,  "  there  is  a  reek  of  excellent 
tobacco  in  the  place.  I  take  it  as  a  sign  that  you  are 
fond  of  the  weed."  I  nodded  an  assent.  "  Then  may 
I  ? "  he  asked,  prolonging  the  smile  and  producing 
from  his  pocket  a  very  handsome  silver  cigarette  case. 

"  I  haven't  the  slightest  objection,"  I  remarked, 
whereupon  he  opened  the  case,  offered  it  to  me,  and  I 
helped  myself  to  a  cigarette.  He  did  the  same, 
restored  the  case  to  his  pocket,  took  a  vesta  from  a 
silver  matchbox  which  he  carried  in  his  waistcoat 
pocket,  struck  a  light,  and  when  we  were  both  in  full 
blast  he  proceeded  in  his  pleasant,  affable,  smiling 
way. 

"  Well,  now,  as  I  observed,  my  mission  is  a  delicate 
and  peculiar  one — " 

"  But  not  serious,"  I  suggested  with  a  faint  smile 
myself,  for  he  and  seriousness  seemed  so  utterly 
irreconcilable. 

"  Oh,  indeed,  it  is,"  he  exclaimed,  making  a  desperate 
effort  to  suppress  the  smile  that  wouldn't  be  suppressed, 
for  smiling  appeared  to  be  his  chronic  condition. 

"But  it  is  comedy  rather  than  tragedy,"  I  remarked. 

"  That  is  true,  though  it  is  comedy  of  a  serious 
kind." 

"  Pardon  my  interruption,  and  proceed.  I  will  not 
interrupt  again,"  I  answered. 

"Thanks.  Well,  it's  this  way.  I  have  a  friend,  a  very, 
very  dear  friend  indeed.  We  have  known  each  other 
for  a  great  many  years.  My  friend  bears  the  somewhat 
unromantic  name  of  Smith— James  Smith — but  he  is 
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none  the  worse  for  that,"  and  Mr.  Henri  Belmont  laughec 
at  his  own  little  joke.  "  Mr.  Smith  is  a  wealthy  man 
and  not  in  his  first  youth.  It  is  no  betrayal  of  secreti 
for  me  to  tell  you  that  he  is  about  sixty-  Now  a  mai 
at  sixty  is  not  a  poulet,  is  he  ?  eh  ?  "  here  Mr.  Belmon 
laughed  again.  It  took  very  little  indeed  to  make  hin 
laugh.  He  certainly  did  seem  to  enjoy  what  he  con 
sidered  his  own  witticisms.  However,  it  could  not  be  saic 
that  he  was  in  any  way  objectionable  on  that  account 
There  is  so  much  weeping  in  the  world  that  it  is  good  t< 
find  a  man  who  is  on  the  side  of  laughter.  "  Up  to  i 
year  ago  my  dear  friend  Smith  had  lived  a  bachelor' 
life.  He  was  a  gay  dog,  and  gave  most  excellent  littL 
dinners  in  his  charming  bungalow  at  Richmond.  Bu 
quite  suddenly  he  announced  to  his  friends  that  he  wa 
on  the  verge  of  being  married.  We  considered  this  i 
huge  joke,  and  roared  accordingly,  for  it  was  so  ludicrou 
to  think  of  Smith,  the  confirmed  bachelor,  forswearing 
at  his  age  the  bliss  and  joys  of  single  life,  to  take  upoi 
himself  the  cares  of  the  matrimonial  state.  But  h 
assured  us  as  solemnly  as  if  he  was  preaching  his  owi 
funeral  sermon  that  it  was  true.  Then  we  wept,  fo 
the  snug  little  parties  and  the  delights  of  Liberty  Hah 
as  we  called  Smith's  place,  would  be  known  no  more 
We  thought  of  temporarily  confining  Smith  in  a  privat 
asylum  until  the  attack  of  the  disease  from  which  h 
was  suffering  had  passed,  for  we  considered  it  was 
form  of  dementia  that  had  suddenly  seized  him,  an* 
as  we  were  all  very  fond  of  Smith,  we  were  necessaril 
deeply  concerned.  We  had  always  looked  upon  Smith  a 
a  confirmed  misogamist ;  indeed,  he  had  so  represents 
himself,  and  as  far  as  we  were  concerned  we  preferrei 
Smith  the  misogamist  to  Smith  the  benedict.  But  i: 
this  country  the  liberty  of  the  subject  is  so   highl; 
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valued  by  free-born  Britons  that  we  might  have  got 
into  trouble,  so  we  groaned  and  endured,  solacing 
ourselves  as  best  we  could;  but  sighing,  nevertheless, 
for  the  joys  we  should  know  no  more. 

"  Now,  not  the  least  strange  part  of  the  business  was 
this.  Smith  wouldn't  give  us  a  scrap  Of  information  as 
to  who  the  lady  was,  where  she  was  coming  from,  what 
family  she  represented,  or  anything  at  all  about  her. 
He  simply  said,  in  answer  to  our  thousand  queries, 
'  Gentlemen,-  she  is  ravishing,  she  is  divine,  she  is  the 
personification  of  all  that  is  good,  true,  and  virtuous  in 
woman.'  That  was  all  very  well,  but  naturally  we 
were  desirous  of  knowing  who  the  paragon  was.  It 
was  utterly  useless,  however,  for  he  mocked  us  with  the 
set  phrase  '  wait  and  see.'  That  is  all  we  could  get  out 
of  him.  A  week  later  he  disappeared.  Not  a  soul  of 
us  knew  where  he  had  gone  to.  His  charming  old 
fossil  of  a  housekeeper  said  he  had  gone  to  be  married. 
That  was  all  she  knew,  and  she  added  the  dreadful 
information  that  he  would  be  absent  six  weeks." 

As  my  visitor  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  little  prolix  and 
tedious  I  could  not  help  saying — 

"  I  must  break  my  promise  not  to  interrupt  by  asking 
if  this  story  has  any  direct  bearing  on  the  business  that 
has  brought  you  here  ?  " 

"  Oh,  indeed  it  has,  I  assure  you  ;  but  I  like  to  tell 
my  stories  in  my  own  way.  There  is  a  large  element 
of  the  comic  in  the  story  I  am  now  telling  and  I  can't 
help  laughing  at  it  even  now,  but  for  poor  Smith  it  is 
sad  and  serious  enough,"  he  answered. 

"  Go  on,  then,  I  am  all  patience." 

"  At  the  end  of  six  weeks  to  a  day,"  he  continued, 
"  dear  old  Smith  returned,  bringing  with  him  his 
radiant  bride.     And  she   was   radiant,  I  tell  you.     I 
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don't  think,  really,  that  I  ever  saw  a  prettier  girl  in  mj 
life.  I  use  the  word  girl,  and  take  note,  sir,  that  ] 
mean  a  girl.  She  was  scarcely  more  than  nineteen,  anc 
remember,  as  I  have  said,  that  dear  old  Smith  was 
frosty  with  the  winters  of  over  sixty  years.  It  was 
really  too  ridiculous,  too  fuuny,  this  wedding  of  Maj 
and  December,  but,  by  Jove,  it  was  all  true  enough 
Smith  had  actually  married  the  girl,  and  when  wt 
ventured  to  chaff  him  or  crack  a  joke  at  his  expense,  h} 
thunder,  he  waxed  furious.  Being  his  very  old  friend 
and  a  very  privileged  one,  I  ventured  to  remark  in  s 
thoughtless  sort  of  way,  '  Why,  Smith,  how  long  d< 
you  expect  she  will  remain  with  you  ?  '  He  boiled  uj 
with  wrath,  and  answered  me  that  she  would  remaii 
with  him  until  he  was  dead,  and  be  true  to  his  memori 
ever  after.  Well,  I  may  tell  you  this,  Mr.  Donovan 
that  little  woman  was  the  most  charming  creature  tha 
ever  looked  up  to  Grod's  stars,  but  I  soon  saw  ver 
plainly  her  married  life  was  not  a  happy  one.  Don' 
mistake  me,  now.  If  ever  there  was  a  doting  old  fool- 
pardon  the  expression — it  was  Smith.  He  surroundei 
his  wife  with  every  luxury  that  wealth  could  bu} 
Her  lightest  fancy,  her  most  absurd  whim  was  gratifiec 
The  ground  she  walked  upon  was  to  him  precious.  Th 
slippers  she  wore  were  sacred  relics  that  he  would  hav 
preserved  in  a  glass  case,  only  had  he  done  that  h 
might  have  gone  on  buying  her  slippers  until  h 
became  bankrupt,  for,  beautiful  and  ethereal  as  she  wai 
slippers  were  a  necessity.  However,  in  spite  of  hi 
devotion  and  the  luxury  with  which  he  surrounded  ht 
she  was  not  happy — she  was  not  happy  because  she  di 
not  love  him." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?  "  I  asked  quickly. 

"  I  know  it  because  she  told  me." 
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"  You  were  her  confidant,  then  ?  " 

"  No ;  not  exactly,"  he  answered,  still  smiling,  but 
averting  his  gaze  from  me  as  though  he  was  conscious  of 
not  speaking  the  truth. 

"  But  still  if  she  told  you  that,"  I  observed,  "  she 
must  have  taken  you  very  much  into  her  confidence." 

"  Well,  you  see,  she  had  been  informed  that  I  was 
her  husband's  oldest  and  most  cherished  friend." 

"But,  knowing  that,  how  was  it  she  came  to  tell  you 
that  she  did  not  love  that  husband  ?  You  will  pardon 
these  questions,  but  it  is  a  habit  I  have  of  asking  for 
light  to  be  thrown  on  points  that  seem  to  me  to  require 
lighting  up." 

"  Oh,  of  course  I'll  pardon  you,"  he  replied  with  an 
air  of  lofty  condescension ;  "  but  the  fact  is,  in  dealing 
with  a  man  like  you  one  has  to  be  so  mighty  particular 
about  his  expressions.  I  ought  really  to  have  said  that 
I  wormed  the  little  secret  out  of  her.  Indeed,  to  be 
strictly  accurate,  she  did  not  tell  me,  but  allowed  me  to 
infer,  and  when  I  asked  if  my  inference  was  right  she 
was  silent." 

"  Ah,  just  so,"  I  ejaculated  with  some  irony,  which, 
however,  he  did  not  seem  to  notice,  for  he  went  on — 

"Now  a  woman's  conversation  may  mean  a  good 
deal,  but  her  silence  means  infinitely  more.  When  a 
woman  is  silent,  depend  upon  it  she  is  thinking,  and 
when  she  thinks,  there  is  mischief  brewing ;  a  woman 
can't  be  silent  without  thinking  of  mischief." 

"  You  are  a  little  severe — I  had  almost  said  un- 
gallant." 

"  No,  I  am  not  ungallant ;  but  you,  as  a  man,  know 
that  I  speak  the  truth.  Let  me  qualify  my  statement, 
however,  by  adding  that  while  a  woman  always  talks 
words  she  sometimes  thinks  wisdom."     I  did  not  admit 

s  2 
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his  insinuation  that  I  was  with  him  when  he  asserted 
that  a  woman  when  she  is  silent  is  nearly  always  think- 
ing of  mischief.    "Now  comes  the  sequel,"  he  continued. 

"  I  guess  it,"  I  remarked. 

"Well,  what  is  it?" 

"  She  has  left  her  aged  husband." 

"  By  George  !  you  are  as  good  as  a  witch.  That  is 
so.  Two  months  ago  she  mysteriously  disappeared, 
taking  with  her  every  portable  valuable  she  had,  and  a 
good  many  belonging  to  her  husband,  together  with  a 
very  considerable  sum  in  hard  cash." 

"  And  has  her  devoted  husband  cursed  her  ?  "  I  asked 
caustically. 

"  By  heaven,  no  !  but  he  has  been  almost  out  of  his 
mind  and  prostrated  on  a  bed  of  sickness.  I  couldn't 
have  conceived  it  possible  dear  old  Smith  would  have 
taken  the  matter  to  heart  so." 

"  Do  you  come  to  me  now  on  his  behalf  ?  " 

"  I  do  most  certainly." 

"  And  you  wish  me  to  trace  the  lady  ?  " 

"  Tes.  I  myself  have  been  trying  to  do  it  ever  since 
she  went  away.  Tou  see  I  pride  myself  on  being  a 
sort  of  amateur  detective,  indeed,  I  think  I  am  as  cute 
as  most  of  the  fellows  who  make  a  living  out  of  the 
business." 

"  Cuter,  I  should  imagine,"  I  said  slily,  and  feeling 
a  little  amused  at  his  conceit. 

"  I  really  think  I  am,"  he  answered,  the  smile  break- 
ing out  all  over  his  face  again. 

"  And  yet  if  you  were  pitted  against  one  of  those 
fellows  who  make  a  living  by  the  business,  you  would 
probably  find  your  amateur  knowledge  of  the  craft 
would  serve  you  but  very  little." 

"  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,"  he  answered,  trying  to 
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frown,  though  the  trial  was  a  failure.  <!  I  should  be 
open  to  back  myself  against  a  good  many  of  them ;  but 
hear  me  out.  When  Smith  found  that  his  beautiful 
young  girl  wife  had  gone  he  sent  for  me  immediately 
and  poured  his  woes  into  my  sympathetic  ear.  And  you 
may  imagine  I  was  sympathetic.  His  woes  were  so  very 
real,  his  distress  pitiable.  He  assured  me  he  should  go 
mad,  and  he  prayed  me  to  aid  him  in  every  possible  way 
to  recover  his  pretty  but  naughty  little  wife.  I  tried 
all  I  could  think  of  to  persuade  him  that  it  was  better 
to  let  her  go.  That  a  woman  who  could  behave  so 
heartlessly  and  cruelly  to  him  was  really  not  worth 
bothering  about,  and  it  was  degrading  to  his  manhood 
to  let  the  matter  trouble  him  as  it  was  doing  ;  but, 
Lord  bless  you,  Mr.  Donovan,  I  might  just  as  well 
have  talked  to  a  wooden  stump.  Smith  was  clean 
gone.  I  never  did  see  a  man  cut  up  so  much  about  a 
faithless  spouse.  I  was  truly  sorry  for  him,  and  having 
exhausted  all  my  powers  of  persuasion  to  no  purpose,  I 
pledged  myself  to  do  whatever  I  could  to  bring  back 
his  fickle  lady-love,  whereupon  he  paid  me  the  compli- 
ment of  saying — '  Belmont,  you  are  as  good  a  detective 
as  ever  lived,  and  I  am  sure  you  will  succeed.'  " 

Mr.  Belmont  tried  to  get  up  a  little  blush  of  modesty 
as  he  thus  sounded  his  own  trumpet,  but  he  was  no 
more  successful  than  he  was  when  he  tried  to  frown. 
I  could  not  resist  a  bit  of  irony,  so  I  said  to  him — 

"  I  may  infer  then  from  your  visit  to  me  that 
your  dear  friend  Smith  evidently  overrated  your 
ability  ?  " 

"  In  that  particular  respect,  yes.  We  cannot  be  all 
Dick  Donovans,  you  know,"  he  retorted. 

"  True.  If  you  were  there  would  probably  be  fewer 
rogues  and  rascals  in  the  world." 
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"  Pray,  don't  let  us  bandy  words,"  he  said.  "  As  I 
told  you  at  first,  this  is  a  serious  business."  He  smiled 
again,  and  I  smiled,  for  it  seemed  so  utterly  ridiculous 
to  associate  seriousness  with  this  frivolous  and  light- 
hearted  gentleman.  "  When  Smith  urged  me  to  use 
my  endeavours  to  bring  back  his  erring  wife  I  asked 
him  very  solemnly,  and,  though  you  may  not  think  it, 
I  can  be  solemn  when  I  like — well,  I  asked  him 
solemnly  if  he  really  wished  me  to  understand  that  he 
was  prepared  to  fold  his  pretty  but  giddy  young  wife 
to  his  bosom  once  more,  providing  she  could  be  found 
and  induced  to  return  to  him  again.  And  on  that  lie 
clasped  his  hands  together  in  an  agony  of  despair  and 
exclaimed — '  Belmont,  I  tell  you,  before  Grod,  that  I 
love  this  woman  so  devotedly  that  nothing  she  could 
possibly  do  could  change  that  love.  If  I  thought  it 
would  gratify  her,  I  would  lie  down  and  let  her  tramp 
upon  me.'  I  could  not  help  feeling  some  contempt  for 
poor  old  Smith  for  this  pitiable  weakness,  but  I 
shrugged  my  shoulders,  promised  him  to  leave  no  stone 
unturned  to  recover  the  lost  young  woman,  and  then  I 
set  off  on  my  quest." 

"  And  have  not  succeeded?  " 

"No." 

"  Now,  what  do  you  want  me  to  do,  Mr.  Belmont  ?  " 

"  Well,  you  see,  Smith  has  taken  the  matter  so  deeply 
to  heart  that  his  very  life  is  threatened,  and  he  has 
insisted  on  my  coming  to  you  and  engaging  your 
services.  I  did  not  wish  to  do  so,  but  he  insisted,  so 
here  I  am." 

"  It  is  a  sad  story,  sir,"  I  remarked,  "  in  spite  of  the 
levity  you  have  displayed." 

"  My  levity  is  unintentional,"  he  replied,  "  but  it 
does  seem  so  absurd  for  an  old  man   like   Smith   to 
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allow  himself  to  be  crushed  because  his  wife  has  proved 
false." 

"  From  your  point  of  view,  Mr.  Belmont,  it  may 
seem  absurd,  but  it  is  obvious  that  your  friend  is  a  man 
of  intense  feeling  and  great  sincerity." 

"Of  course  there  is  no  doubt  about  that,"  exclaimed 
my  visitor.  "  I  do  not  doubt  for  an  instant  that  he  is 
sincere  enough,  poor  fellow.  But,  now,  what  I  want 
you  to  do  is  to  set  to  work  without  delay.  Pardon  me 
for  saying  that  I  do  not  think  you  will  succeed " 

"  Because  you  have  failed,"  I  put  in  caustically. 

"  Yes,  if  you  like  to  have  it  that  way,"  he  answered. 

What  did  you  say  your  friend's  address  is  ?  "  I 
asked. 

"  The  Gables,  Eichmond." 

"  Very  well,  I  will  call  upon  him  to-morrow  morn- 

ing." 

"  Oh,  there  is  no  necessity  to  do  that,"  cried  Bel- 
mont, with,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  a  touch  of  anxiety  in 
his  manner  and  tone.  "  Here  is  a  photograph  of  the 
lady,  and  I  presume  that  is  all  you  require."  As  he 
spoke  he  produced  from  his  pocket  a  cabinet-sized  photo 
of  as  pretty  a  young  woman  as  ever  sat  before  a  camera. 
He  noticed  that  I  was  struck  by  it,  and  added — 

"  She  is  a  pretty  girl,  isn't  she  ?  " 

"  She  is  more  than  pretty,  she  is  beautiful,"  I 
answered. 

"  Well,  now  can  you  wonder  that  so  charming  a 
young  creature  as  that  soon  tired  of  her  old  greybeard 
lover?" 

"  I  do  wonder,"  I  remarked.  "It  is  inexpressibly 
sad.  Having  married  him  she  should  have  remained 
true  to  him ;  it  is  a  terrible,  a  hideously  wicked  thing  to 
trifle  with  the  holiest  sentiments  of  the  human  heart." 
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"  But  she  only  married  him  for  his  money." 

"  Then  that  proves  that  her  sweet,  I  had  almost  said 
angelic,  face,  is  a  mask  for  a  devilish  nature." 

"  Ah,  just  so,"  replied  Mr.  Belmont,  with  something 
like  a  long  drawn  sigh,  though  the  smile  was  still  on 
his  lips,  but  all  women  are  devilish,  more  or  less,  you 
know.  The  angel  part  of  them  is  all  on  the  surface, 
the  devil  reigns  supreme  internally." 

"  You  speak  from  experience,  probably  ?  " 

"  I  do." 

"  Then  I  am  sorry  that  your  experience  should  be  so 
different  to  other  people's." 

"  Come  now,  Mr.  Donovan,  you  must  admit  that  I 
speak  the  truth." 

"  I  will  not  admit  anything  of  the  kind,  sir,"  I 
anwered  with  severity.  "  I  have  too  high  an  apprecia- 
tion of  the  female  nature  to  endorse  any  such  sweeping 
condemnation  as  you  utter.  Women  are  the  light,  the 
truth,  the  goodness  of  the  world.  But  for  them  men 
would  be  ten  thousand  times  worse  than  they  are." 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  made  another  attempt 
to  look  serious,  saying — 

"  Well,  we  must  agree  to  differ.  Do  what  you  can 
in  the  business.  It  will  be  some  satisfaction  to  Smith, 
at  any  rate,  to  know  that  you  have  taken  the  case  up." 

"  And  it  will  be  satisfaction  to  me,"  I  added,  "  if  I 
can  succeed  in  exposing  the  black-hearted  rascal  who 
has  tempted  this  poor  woman  from  her  allegiance  to 
the  man  she  vowed  to  honour  and  respect." 

"  Well,  after  all  it  is  only  a  bit  of  human  nature," 
he  remarked. 

"  Yes,  but  a  bit  of  very  bad  human  nature,  which  for 
the  credit  and  honour  of  right  thinking  men  should  be 
severely  dealt  with." 
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"  I  won't  dispute  you,"  he  said  lightly,  "  but  if  Smith 
would  take  my  advice  he  will  let  her  go.  A  soiled 
dove  is  not  worth  reclaiming." 

"  That  is  your  opinion.  But  now  tell  me,  Mr. 
Belmont,  have  you  really  made  serious  efforts  to  trace 
the  lady  ?  " 

"  Oh,  indeed  I  have." 

"  And  you  have  quite  failed  to  get  a  clue  ?  " 
"  No,  not  altogether  failed.  I  ascertained  that  a  lady 
answering  the  description  of  the  fickle  Mrs.  Smith 
stayed  at  the  Golden  Cross  Hotel  with  a  gentleman  who 
was  supposed  to  be  a  foreigner,  and  that  they  departed 
thence  for  the  Continent." 

"  What  part  of  the  Continent  ?  " 
"  I  don't  know.     There  my  knowledge  ends." 
"  By  what  process  did  you  succeed  in  tracing  the 
fugitives  to  the  Golden  Cross  Hotel  ?  " 

"  By  the  same  process  that  you  yourself  use  presum- 
ably when  you  are  trying  to  run  anybody  down." 
"  That  is  scarcely  an  answer,  sir." 
"  That  is  the  only  answer  I  can  give  you." 
"  Very  well.     It  is  not  for  me  to  seek  to  ascertain 
your  own  peculiar  methods.     Possibly  mine  may  be 
more  successful." 

"  Possibly,"  he  echoed,  with  his  blandest  smile,  which 
somehow  suggested  a  sneer,  and  then  he  added,  "  and 
possibly  not." 

Having  promised  Mr.  Belmont  that  I  would  do  what 
I  could,  he  took  his  departure.  I  was  by  no  means 
favourably  impressed  with  him ;  it  is  likely  enough  this 
feeling  was  due  to  his  frivolous  nature,  which  seemed 
disposed  to  make  light  of  another  man's  sorrow.  Then 
I  turned  to  the  photograph  he  had  left  with  me,  and 
studied  it.     I  have  already  said  that  it  represented  a 
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strikingly  handsome  girl.  But  there  was  nothing 
whatever  in  the  face  that  was  suggestive  of  a  hard- 
hearted nature.  The  mouth  possibly  was  weak,  though, 
with  that  exception,  there  wasn't  a  single  fault  to  find 
with  it,  and  what  struck  me  was  that,  if  she  had  proved 
false,  it  was  because  some  treacherous  and  fascinating 
power  had  been  brought  to  bear,  and  she  had  yielded  to 
it,  inasmuch  as  she  could  not  possibly  resist  it,  I  there- 
fore mentally  resolved  to  save  her,  if  it  were  at  all 
possible,  from  the  cruel  fowler's  snare,  and  to  snatch  her 
from  it  as  a  brand  from  the  burning. 

Naturally  my  first  step  was  to  see  Mr.  Smith.  To 
have  attempted  to  have  gone  into  the  case  without  him 
would  have  been  like  trying  to  produce  the  play  of 
Hamlet  without  Hamlet.  I  found  him  absolutely 
prostrated  on  a  bed  of  sickness.  When  I  called  it 
chanced  that  his  medical  adviser  was  with  him,  and  as 
soon  as  this  gentleman  heard  wbo  I  was  he  requested 
to  see  me  privately,  and  taking  me  into  the  dining- 
room  said — ■ 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  taken  up  this  matter,  Mr. 
Donovan,  for  it  is  a  serious  business,  very  serious — 
that  is,  I  mean  it  is  serious  for  my  patient." 

"  I  understand  he  has  taken  it  very  much  to  heart," 
I  remarked. 

"  Oh  dear,  yes,  and  I  really  do  not  wonder  at  it. 
He  is  one  of  the  most  sensitive  and  most  gentle  of  men 
I  have  ever  known,  and,  of  course,  a  person  at  his  time 
of  life  hasn't  the  recuperative  power  that  a  younger  one 
would  have.  I  happen  to  know  that  he  was  wrapped 
up  in  his  wife.  He  believed  her  perfect,  and  the 
sudden  discovery  of  her  deception  was  a  shock  against 
which  he  could  not  stand.  I  am  deeply  concerned 
about  him." 
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"  Is  his  life  in  danger,  may  I  ask  ?  " 

"  Well — "  answered  the  doctor  cautiously,  "  I 
shouldn't  like  to  say  there  is  immediate  danger,  but 
you  see  he  is  brooding  over  his  loss,  and  that  neces- 
sarily retards  his  recovery.  The  most  serious  feature 
in  his  case  from  a  medical  point  of  view  is  the  extreme 
weakness.  "We  cannot  but  regard  that  with  some 
concern  in  a  man  of  his  years.  I  hope  that  you  may- 
be able  to  obtain  news  of  his  faithless  wife.  I  am  sure 
he  would  forgive  her  anything." 

"  You  know  the  lady,  I  presume,  doctor  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes.     I  met  her  several  times  here." 

"  Will  you  tell  me  how  she  impressed  you  ?  " 

"  You  mean  in  a  general  way  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Well — she  struck  me  as  being  very  charming  in 
many  respects,  but  I  have  always  thought  she  lacked 
backbone.  What  I  mean  is,  she  gave  me  the  idea  that 
she  was  changeable,  not  quite  sure  of  her  own  mind, 
and  very  easily  persuaded  one  way  or  the  other. 
These  things,  no  doubt,  are  the  sins  of  youth,  but  they 
are  very  apt  to  lead  a  young  woman  of  her  disposition 
into  difficulties.  Her  nature  too  is  impressionable; 
she  has  displayed  some  slight  tendency  to  hysteria,  and 
a  woman  with  that  tendency  is  very  apt  to  be  led  away 
by  false  views  and  ideas.  To  sum  up,  I  should  be 
disposed  to  think  that  in  the  hands  of  a  designing  and 
artful  person,  Mrs.  Smith  would  be  as  potter's  clay. 
In  a  word  she  is  weak-minded.  She  wouldn't  incline 
to  evil  from  any  naturally  depraved  instincts,  but  she 
might  be  persuaded  into  evil  simply  because  she  lacks 
the  power  of  discernment,  which  is  essential,  in  order 
that  one  may  guard  against  the  vicious.  Yiciousness 
may  be  clothed  in  such  a  garb  of  seeming  virtue  that 
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the  innocent  and  unsuspecting  are  very  apt  to  be 
deceived  by  it." 

In  these  few  and  well-chosen  words  the  doctor  gave 
me  a  very  good  insight  into  the  lady's  character,  and 
the  inference  was  inevitable  that  she  was  extremely 
likely  to  be  lured  by  the  shadow,  and  so  miss  the 
substance.  In  short,  she  had  in  the  present  instance 
fallen  a  victim  to  villainy. 

"  I  understand,  doctor,"  I  remarked,  "  that  Mr. 
Henri  Belmont  has  made  some  efforts  to  trace  the 
lady  ?  " 

The  doctor  smiled,  as  he  answered — 

"  Oh,  yes ;  and  possibly  with  sufficiently  good  in- 
tentions, but  I  may  mention  to  you,  sub  rosa,  that  I 
consider  Mr.  Belmont  such  a  very  frivolous  gentleman 
that  it  is  difficult  to  imagine  him  doing  anything 
seriously.  He  really  seems  to  consider  that  life  is  made 
up  of  a  huge  joke.  Apparently  he  has  never  ex- 
perienced a  pang  or  known  a  care  himself,  and  so  he 
finds  a  difficulty  in  understanding  suffering  in  others. 
He  has  talked  to  me  about  this  unhappy  affair,  and  I 
have  clearly  gathered  from  his  conversation  that  he 
regards  Mr.  Smith  as  a  very  weak,  and  very  maudlin 
person  for  allowing  his  wife's  conduct  to  affect  him 
so  much.  However,  we  are  not  all  built  alike,  and 
while  such  men  as  Belmont,  no  doubt,  fulfil  a  useful 
purpose  in  the  world,  it  is  good  for  humanity  that  some 
of  us  should  be  able  think  deeply  and  feel  deeply." 

"  Mr.  Smith  and  Mr.  Belmont  are  very  warm  friends, 
I  believe,  are  they  not  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Yes,  I  think  they  are.  At  any  rate  Belmont  spent 
a  great  deal  of  time  here  during  Smith's  bachelor 
days." 

"  But  possibly  the  fleshpots  were  unusually  attractive," 
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I  suggested,  with  a  certain  delicacy  of  intonation  as  I 
wished  the  doctor  to  understand  that  I  was  imputing 
nothing,  merely  suggesting.  But  he  answered  quickly 
and  bluntly — 

"  Oh,  well,  as  for  the  matter  of  that,  I  don't  think 
one  need  beat  about  the  bush.  Belmont  belongs  to  the 
butterfly  order  of  men.  Sunshine  and  flowers  are  life 
to  him,  and  no  doubt  he  found  Mr.  Smith's  wine, 
cigars,  and  dinners  excellent,  and  he  has  enjoyed  them 
accordingly.  Smith  has  been  renowned  for  his  hospi- 
tality." 

"  Then  I  gather,  sir,"  I  remarked,  "  that  you  consider 
Belmont  is  a  little  given  to  estimating  a  man's  worth 
by  the  quality  of  fare  he  provides  for  his  guests? " 

"  Really.  Mr.  Donovan,"  exclaimed  the  doctor,  with 
a  little  jerky  laugh,  as  though  he  wasn't  at  his  ease, 
"  you  are  pushing  the  probe  pretty  far  home,  eh  ?  " 

"  What  am  I  to  understand  by  that  remark,  doctor?  " 

"  Well,  you  are  trying  to  draw  me  out  as  regards 
Belmont." 

"  I  simply  want  to  know  what  your  opinion  of  him  is." 

"  You  have  met  him  ?  "  asked  the  doctor,  quickly. 

"  Oh,  yes." 

"  Then  may  I  inquire  what  opinion  you  hold  ?  " 

"  I  have  formed  a  very  decided  opinion,"  I  replied, 
"  and  want  to  find  out  if  yours  coincides  with  mine  in 
any  way." 

The  doctor,  who  was  possessed  of  a  very  keen  pair  of 
dark  eyes,  turned  them  upon  me  with  an  inquiring  and 
somewhat  alarmed  expression  in  them. 

"Surely,"  he  exclaimed,  "you  don't  suspect  that  Mr. 
Belmont  is  a  treacherous  friend,  do  you  ?  " 

"  Has  any  thing  I  have  said  led  you  to  infer  that  ?  " 
He  looked  puzzled. 
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"Well,  really, I — I  scarcely  know  what  to  think," 
he  stammered,  and  giving  every  indication  by  his  face 
that  I  had  awakened  some  new  thought  in  his  mind 
which  caused  him  concern.  "  The  fact  is,  you  gentle- 
men who  make  it  a  business  to  solve  knotty  problems 
that  defy  ordinary  people,  have  generally  so  much  point 
in  your  questions,  and  yet  they  are  put  so  skilfully  that 
simple  folk  are  taken  off  their  guard.  It  is  like  giving 
a  child  a  nauseous  powder  disguised  in  jam.  The  little 
one  swallows  it  readily  enough,  but  when  too  late  dis- 
covers that  it  has  been  caught.  Now,  to  be  frank,  I 
have  never  sufficiently  studied  Belmont's  character — 
although  I  am  naturally  an  observant  man — to  speak 
decisively  where  anything  I  might  say  was  calculated 
to  affect  a  man's  reputation.  I  will,  therefore,  ask  you 
to  excuse  my  answering  your  question  more  explicitly. 
I  confess,  however,  that  you  have  given  me  food  for 
reflection." 

"  I  appreciate  your  sentiments,"  I  remarked,  "  and 
we  will  not  pursue  the  subject  further.  I  presume  you 
have  no  objection  to  my  having  an  interview  with  your 
patient  ?  " 

"  Oh,  none  whatever.  I  think  on  the  contrary  it 
may  do  him  good,  for  you  will  give  him  hope." 

"  Hope  of  what  ?  " 

"  Of  recovering  his  lost  wife." 

"  You  think  then  he  would  receive  her  back  if  she 
were  discovered  and  willing  to  come  back  ?  " 

"  I  am  sure  of  it,  and  it  would  be  the  best  thing  he 
could  do.  You  see  he  is  a  man  of  very  intense  feeling, 
and  for  such  a  one  to  suffer  a  shock  and  disappointment 
of  this  kind  is  to  imperil  his  life.  I  may  add  that 
he  is  the  very  soul  of  honour,  and  he  suspects  no 
one  of  evil.      I  have  known  him  for  many  years,  I 
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may  say  intimately,  and,  therefore,  I  speak  by  the 
card." 

I  bowed  and  thanked  the  doctor  for  his  courtesy  and 
frankness,  and,  as  I  left  him,  I  felt  that  my  interview 
with  him  had  been  profitable  to  me. 

A  white-aproned,  becapped,  and  pretty  serving-maid 
conducted  me  up  to  her  master's  chamber.  It  was  an 
elegantly  furnished  room,  with  many  little  art  trifles 
scattered  about,  which  afforded  evidence  of  a  refined 
taste  and  cultured  mind.  The  bed  was  covered  with  an 
exceedingly  handsome  crimson  silk  down  rug,  and 
propped  up  with  pillows  was  Mr.  Smith,  his  pale  face 
thrown  into  striking  relief  by  the  crimson  silk.  It  was 
a  patrician  face,  in  which  a  certain  mental  nobility  was 
conspicuous,  lie  stretched  forth  a  feeble  hand  as  I  sat 
by  the  bedside,  and  shaking  mine,  he  said  in  a  thin 
voice,  while  a  poor  apology  for  a  smile  played  about 
his  well-shaped  mouth — 

"  I  am  very  glad  you  have  come,  Mr.  Donovan,  very 
glad.  My  good  friend  Belmont  tells  me  that  he  has  given 
you  all  the  details  of  this  wretched  business.  Therefore  I 
shall  be  spared  the  pain  of  going  into  the  painful 
subject.  Mrs.  Smith,  poor  child,  is  not  to  blame.  I 
cannot,  do  not  blame  her.  The  fact  is,  Donovan,  I — I 
ought  not  to  have  married  her.  She  is  a  mere  child, 
and  I  am  an  old  man.  A  child  ought  not  to  mate  with 
one  old  enough  to  be  her  grandfather.  But  in  her  dear 
presence  I  thought  myself  young  again.  You  will 
think  me  very  foolish,  perhaps  in  my  dotage,  for  talk- 
ing like  this " 

"  Not  at  all,  sir  ;  not  at  all.  Be  assured  that  I  very 
highly  appreciate  the  feeling  that  you  display,"  I 
answered. 

"Thank  you,  thank  you,"  he  murmured,  scarcely 
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able  to  control  his  voice,  while  bis  eyes  unmistakably 
grew  moist.  "  It  does  me  good  to  bear  you  say  so. 
My  friend  Belmont  laugbs  at  me,  and  I  am  afraid  the 
doctor  thinks  I  am  a  little  foolish,  but  it  is  a  mistake  to 
think  that  an  old  man  is  incapable  of  sincere  love." 

"Had  you  known  Mrs.  Smith  long  before  you 
married  her  ?  " 

"  Yes.  "Well,  that  is,  I  met  her  first  about  five  years 
ago.  I  went  on  a  little  fishing  expedition  to  the  south 
of  England,  and  was  introduced  to  her  by  some  friends 
with  whom  I  stayed.  She  was  the  daughter  of  a 
widow  lady,  and  had  been  leading  a  very  quiet,  hum- 
drum sort  of  country  life.  I  was  subsequently  a  guest 
at  her  mother's  house.  I  thought  her  charming  when 
I  first  met  her,  but,  on  renewing  acquaintance,  she 
seemed  to  me  the  most  beautiful  young  lady,  mentally 
and  physically,  I  had  ever  come  in  contact  with.  "We 
frequently  met  after  that,  but  my  regard  for  her  was  of 
the  most  platonic  description.  I  never  dreamed  of  ask- 
ing her  to  be  my  wife  until  a  comparatively  short  time 
before  I  married  her.  But  she  had  so  grown  into  my 
heart  that  I  thought  the  world  could  never  be  the  same 
to  me  again  without  her,  and,  when  she  consented  to 
accept  me,  I  was  really  astonished  myself.  Poor  girl, 
I  fear  she  was  soon  greatly  disillusioned." 

"  In  what  way  ?  " 

"  Well,  she  thought  she  had  thrown  herself  away  on 
an  old  man." 

"  Did  she  ever  tell  you  that  ?  " 

"  Oh,  dear,  no." 

"  Why  do  you  think  it  then  ?  " 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  find  it  difficult  to  give  you  an 


answer." 


"  Did  she  seem  dissatisfied  in  any  way  ?  " 


THE  STRANGE  STORY  OF  AN  OLD  MAN'S  LOVE.     273 

"  On  the  contrary,  she  expressed  herself  delighted 
with  her  house." 

"  And  happy  ?  " 

"  So  far  as  I  could  judge,  perfectly  happy." 

"  You  denied  her  nothing,  I  presume  ?  " 

"Nothing.     Whatever  she  wanted  she  had." 

"  Did  you  ever  show  jealousy  of  her  ?  " 

"  Good  Heavens,  no !  I  was  the  last  man  in  the 
world  to  entertain  a  shade  of  evil  thought." 

"  Did  she  go  out  much  without  you  ?  " 

"  A  good  deal.  She  is  youthful,  I  am  old,  and  I 
was  not  so  selfish  nor  so  stupid  as  to  wish  to  deny  her 
youthful  pleasures." 

"And  you  saw  nothing  at  any  time  in  her  conduct 
to  lead  you  to  suspect  that  she  contemplated  the  step 
she  has  taken  ?  " 

"  Nothing  whatever.  Her  disappearance  was  like  a 
holt  from  the  blue.  Not  a  soul  in  my  household,  so 
far  as  I  have  gathered,  suspected  that  she  was  going. 
She  went  out  one  afternoon,  and  did  not  return.  She 
left  a  little  note  on  my  dressing-table,  in  which  she 
said  she  was  going  for  good,  and  that  I  was  not  to  con- 
cern myself  about  her,  as  she  was  all  unworthy  of  me." 

"  Now  tell  me  this,  Mr.  Smith  ;  do  you  regard  that 
expression  as  the  spontaneous  outcome  of  her  own  feel- 
ings ?  " 

This  question  troubled  the  poor  gentleman  very 
much,  and  he  put  his  hand  over  his  eyes,  as  if  he 
wanted  to  screen  from  me  the  emotion  he  felt.  After  a 
pause  he  answered — "  I  really  cannot  think  it  was." 

"  You  think  she  was  prompted  to  it  then  ?  " 

"  I  do." 

"  Have  you  tried  in  your  own  mind  to  form  any  idea 
who  the  prompter  was  ?  " 
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"  I  have." 

"  With  what  result  ?  " 

"  None  that  I  should  be  justified  in  stating." 

"  Have  you  suspected  anyone  amongst  your  acquain- 
tances ?  " 

"  No  one." 

"  That  does  credit  to  your  heart,  but  your  heart 
possibly  wrongs  your  head." 

"  But  how  could  I  suspect  any  of  rny  friends  ? 
Surely  no  one  would  be  so  base  as  to  profess  friendship 
for  me  and  at  the  same  time  endeavour  to  corrupt  my 
wife  ?  " 

Mr.  Smith's  simplicity  was  painful,  and  at  the  same 
time  charming.  Some  men  would  have  laughed  at  it ; 
I  didn't.  I  sorrowed  to  think  that  so  unworldly  a 
man,  and  one  full  of  such  faith  in  his  fellows,  should 
have  been  so  cruelly  and  shamefully  wronged. 

"  Well,  sir,"  I  answered  feelingly,  "  it  is  certainly 
not  pleasant  to  suppose  that  our  friends — that  is  those 
whom  we  deem  our  friends — can  be  false ;  but,  alas, 
we  live  in  a  wicked  world ;  a  world  in  which  men  are 
base,  and  women  are  fickle.  Many  a  man  under  the 
guise  of  friendship  has  shattered  and  blasted  for  ever 
the  happiness  of  some  one  who  has  implicitly  trusted 
him.  That  poet  of  the  heart,  Robert  Burns,  immor- 
talized a  tremendous  truth  when  he  said : — 

'  Man's  inhumanity  to  man  makes  countless  thousands  mourn.' 

It  is  very  sad  to  think  that  we  must  go  through  life 
ever  suspecting  our  neighbour.  But  all  exj>erience 
teaches  us  the  wisdom  of  it.  Envy  and  greed,  jealousy 
and  malice,  and  all  uncharitableness,  are  the  commonest 
attributes  of  human  nature." 
Mr.  Smith  was  deeply  affected. 
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"  I  fear  you  are  right,"  lie  moaned ;  "  but  my  life 
has  been  a  very  pleasant — very  even  one.  Born  to  an 
independence,  and  inheriting  from  my  parents  a  love  of 
truth  and  a  confiding  nature,  I  have  never  sought  to 
deceive,  and  never  suspected  that  others  would  deceive 
me,  and  never  having  had  occasion  to  see  the  rough 
side  of  existence,  I  have  been  very  ignorant  of  many 
things  that  perhaps  I  should  have  been  the  better  for 
knowing." 

"  I  am  not  sure  that  you  would,  sir,"  I  answered. 
"It  is  very  delightful  to  live  in  a  garden  of  perpetual 
roses,  and  to  have  no  fear  and  no  knowledge  of  the 
poison  of  asps  which  the  roses  may  conceal.  But  to 
come  to  the  point.  I  understand  that  you  desire  me  to 
do  all  I  possibly  can  to  trace  Mrs.  Smith  ?  " 

"  That  is  my  desire." 

"  And  supposing  I  am  successful  ?  " 

"  You  will  tell  her  that  she  holds  my  life  by  a 
word." 

"  By  that  you  mean  that  if  she  refuses  to  return,  to 
you  the  refusal  may  be  serious  ?  " 

"  The  refusal,  sir,  would  mean  death  to  me,"  he 
exclaimed  very  earnestly. 

"  I  dou't  think  you  ought  to  allow  it  to  affect  you  so 
deeply  as  that." 

"  How  can  I  help  it  ?  My  life  is  bound  up  in  this 
woman.  If  the  gulf  between  us  is  so  deep  that  she 
cannot  come  back,  then  my  life  has  gone.  It  cannot 
be  long  even  in  the  ordinary  course  of  nature,  but  if 
you  take  away  its  very  sap,  the  tree  must  wither  before 
its  time." 

"  Your  similes  are  apt  and  expressive,"  I  said ; 
"  believe  me,  I  appreciate  all  you  say.  And  I  take  it 
that  should  I  succeed  in  finding  Mrs.  Smith,  I  am  to 

t  2 
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endeavour  to   persuade   her  to  return  to  her  rightful 
home  ?  " 

"  Yes,  by  all  means." 

"  Do  you  know  how  far  your  friend  Belmont's  efforts 
have  gone  in  trying  to  trace  Mrs.  Smith  ?  " 

"  Belmont  is  a  good  and  noble-hearted  fellow,"  Mr. 
Smith  answered ;  "  but  I  fear,  though  I  don't  like  to 
say  it,  that  he  somewhat  overrates  his  powers.  The 
mere  amateur  is  always  more  or  less  egotistical." 

"  Often  very  much  more  than  less,"  I  remarked. 

"  Possibly;  but  after  all  it  is  a  very  excusable  and 
offenceless  sort  of  egotism — " 

"  I  don't  agree  with  you  therV'  I  felt  constrained  to 
put  in. 

"  Arery  well,  we  won't  dispute  about  it.  What  I  was 
going  to  say  was  that  poor  Belmont  was  a  little 
impetuous.  I  wanted  him  in  the  first  instance  to 
enlist  your  services,  and  I  can  but  regret  that  that  was 
not  done.  But  you  see,  Belmont  and  I  are  such  old 
friends,  and  he  was  very  desirous  to  avoid  a  scandal. 
It  is  a  delicate  matter,  as  you  will  admit,  and  we  wished 
to  keep  it  as  secret  as  it  could  be  kept.  But  still, 
knowing  you  as  I  do  by  reputation,  I  was  sure  the 
secret  would  be  safe  in  your  keeping." 

"  I  venture  to  think  it  will.  Belmont,  however, 
thought  otherwise." 

"  I  should  not  like  to  say  what  his  mind  was  on  the 
subject.  What  I  think  is  he  had  a  little  too  much  con- 
fidence in  himself,  and  it  is  only  now  that  he  has  been 
compelled  to  admit  failure  that  he  has  consented,  in 
compliance  with  my  earnest  entreaties,  to   call  upon 

you." 

"  I  am  going  to  put  one  other  question,  Mr.  Smith," 
I  said.     "It  is  an  exceedingly  delicate  one ;    but  its 
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appositeness  will,  I  am  sure,  at  once  strike  you.  Was 
this  marriage  of  yours — I  mean  as  far  as  Mrs.  Smith  is 
concerned — a  marriage  of  love  or  money  ?  " 

"  I  understand  you,  and  I  will  answer  you  frankly 
I  believed,  and  do  believe,  and  shall  always  believe, 
that  the  dear  child  loved  me.  She  had  been  very  well 
brought  up,  had  a  comfortable  home,  and  though  her 
mother  was  not  rich  she  wanted  for  nothing.  No,  I  don't, 
before  Heaven,  believe  she  married  me  for  my  money." 

"  How  long  has  your  wife  been  away  now  ?  " 

"  A  little  over  two  months." 

"  And  how  long  is  it  since  you  married  her  ?  " 

"A  year." 

I  had  now  got  from  Mr.  Smith  all  the  information  1 
desired,  and  in  taking  my  leave  I  expressed  a  hope  that 
I  would  soon  be  able  to  give  him  some  definite  informa- 
tion concerning  the  lady. 

On  leaving  the  Gables,  my  mind  was  pretty  well 
made  up  as  to  the  course  I  intended  to  pursue,  and  I 
may  at  once  state  I  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  the 
rascal  who  had  blighted  Mr.  Smith's  house  and  poisoned 
his  happiness  was  none  other  than  his  trusted,  so-called 
friend,  Henri  Belmont.  I  had  read  the  man's  character 
much  deeper  than  he  believed  it  possible  I  could  do,  and 
behind  his  smiling  face,  his  plausible  manner,  and  his 
seeming  ingenuousness,  I  was  sure  I  detected  the 
hypocrite  and  deceiver.  If  I  was  correct  in  this 
surmise,  his  deception  was  certainly  remarkable  ;  but 
his  very  egotism  had  led  him  into  a  pitfall.  He 
imagined  himself  so  clever,  and  his  plans  so  ingenious, 
that  he  was  not  likely  to  be  suspected.  But,  strangely 
enough,  his  very  answers  to  my  questions  led  me  to 
suspect  him,  and  that  suspicion  was  strengthened  by  my 
interview  with  Mr.  Smith's  medical  man. 
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Belmont  had  told  me  that  in  playing  the  amateur 
detective  he  had  traced  the  missing  lady  to  the  Grolden 
Cross  Hotel,  where  she  had  been  seen  with  an  apparent 
foreigner,  and  that  from  thence  she  had  departed  for 
the  Continent.  Of  course,  I  pushed  my  inquiries  at  the 
Grolden  Cross,  and  I  ascertained  that  on  the  date 
mentioned  by  Belmont  a  lady  answering  the  description 
of  Mrs.  Smith  stayed  at  the  hotel  and  dined  with  a 
gentleman  who  was  supposed  to  be  a  foreigner.  In 
reply  to  my  queries  as  to  why  he  was  supposed  to  be  a 
foreigner,  I  was  told  that  his  dress  suggested  a  foreigner, 
and  he  talked  French  to  the  lady.  He  had  "  lightish 
hair,  but  a  very  dark  moustache  and  beard."  This  did 
not  tally  with  Belmont's  description.  He  had  a  light 
beard  and  moustache  ;  but  then  I  was  not  unmindful 
what  a  transformation  a  little  temporary  dye  will  make 
in  a  person's  appearance  when  judiciously  applied.  My 
next  step  was  to  ascertain  from  reliable  sources  if 
Belmont  and  Mrs.  Smith  spoke  French,  and  I  was  in- 
formed that  they  spoke  it  like  natives.  Then,  anxious  to 
have  another  chat  with  Mr.  Belmont,  I  called  at  his 
home — The  Tower,  Cromwell  Road,  Kensington.  His 
people,  it  seemed,  were  very  well  off.  His  father  was  a 
retired  solicitor,  who  had  enjoyed  a  very  large  practice, 
and  made  a  fortune ;  having  had  a  good  deal  to  do 
in  conducting  legal  business  in  France  for  English 
clients.  Henri  was  an  only  son,  and  had  never  done  a 
stroke  of  work  in  his  life.  He  had  been  over  indulged 
and  spoilt,  and  he  had  sought  to  make  his  existence  a 
round  of  pleasure.  When  I  called  he  was  from  home, 
and  his  people  did  not  know  where  he  had  gone  to. 
He  was  in  the  habit  of  going  from  home  for  days 
together,  without  saying  where  he  was  going  to. 

His  absence  now  seemed  to  me  significant,  and  as  I 
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saw  no  chance  of  getting  a  clue  there  to  his  whereabouts, 
I  thought  it  wouldn't  be  a  bad  thing  to  run  down  to 
Richmond  again,  and  make  an  excuse  for  seeing  Mr. 
Smith  once  more,  when  I  might  casually,  and  without 
alarming  him,  ask  if  he  had  any  knowledge  of  his 
friend's  whereabouts.  I  carried  out  this  intention,  and 
gave  him  to  understand  that  my  wish  to  see  Belmont 
arose  from  the  necessity  I  felt  for  questioning  him  on 
one  or  two  points  he  had  brought  under  my  notice. 

"  Well,"  said  Mr.  Smith,  "  I  hope  I  am  not  betray- 
ing confidence  if  I  show  you  a  little  note  I  have  just 
received  from  him.  As  it  is  not  marked  private  you 
can  read  it." 

He  handed  me  an  envelope  as  he  spoke.  It  bore  the 
Paris  postmark.  The  envelope  contained  a  half  sheet 
of  paper  on  which  was  written  the  following — 

Hotel  de  Grande  Bretagne,  Rue  de  Castiglione,  Paris. 
"  My  dear  Smith, 

"  I  have  just  popped  over  here  as  I  have  an 
inkling  that  the  lost  bird  is  in  France  somewhere ;  and 
I  am  very  anxious,  if  possible,  to  beat  Donovan  on  his 
own  ground.  These  detective  chaps  you  know  have 
such  a  tremendous  opinion  of  themselves,  that  it  would 
be  a  great  feather  in  the  cap  of  an  amateur  if  he 
succeeded  where  the  professional  fellow  failed.  Keep 
your  heart  up,  old  boy.  Hope  to  have  good  news  for 
you  soon.  Ta,  ta.  Shall  be  back  in  a  few  days. 
"  Yours  always  sincerely, 

"  Henri  Belmont." 

It  seemed  to  me  a  cold-blooded,  heartless  letter,  and 
somehow,  I  could  not  help  feeling  that  the  man  who 
wrote  it  was  a  villain. 
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That  night  I  crossed  the  Channel,  and  the  nest 
morning  found  me  in  Paris.  I  ascertained  that  Mr. 
Belmont  had  only  stayed  a  day  at  the  Hotel  de  Grande 
Bretagne.  He  had  often  been  there  before  and  was  well 
known.  It  was  believed  that  he  had  then  gone  out  to  St. 
Germain,  as  the  porter  who  took  his  bag  and  rug 
to  the  station  heard  him  ask  for  a  ticket  for  St.  Germain, 
which,  as  most  people  know,  is  a  charming  spot  on  the 
Seine,  a  few  miles  from  Paris.  It  is  a  rural  and  pictur- 
esque pleasure  resort,  and  the  extensive  forest  affords 
delightful  excursions. 

To  St.  Germain  I  next  went.  Most  of  the  residents 
there  make  their  living  by  keeping  either  hotels, 
restaurants,  shops,  or  lodging-houses.  In  the  summer 
it  is  full  of  visitors.  Some  come  and  flit  away  like 
butterflies.  The  morning  trains  from  Paris  bring 
down  large  numbers  of  excursionists  and  carry  them 
back  at  night.  But  a  relatively  few  families  take  up 
their  quarters  there  for  the  summer  months.  It  was 
summer  now,  and  the  hum  of  business  was  in  the  air. 
The  usually  dreamy,  quiet  place  was  astir  with  bustle 
and  excitement.  Busy  waiters  in  black  jackets  and 
white  aprons  hurried  to  and  fro,  and  laughing  merry 
parties  sat  under  awnings  before  the  restaurants,  or 
feasted  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  trees  in  the  hotel 
gardens.  Three  days  did  I  spend  there  but  could  get 
no  trace  of  the  man  I  sought.  Then  f our  and  five  days 
passed,  but  still  no  trace.  If  I  didn't  despair  I  was 
discomforted.  But  one  morning  I  noted  a  lady  hurrying 
along  the  main  street ;  I  was  struck  by  her.  I  had  seen 
her  before,  but  not  in  the  flesh.  That  is,  I  had  looked 
upon  the  lady's  likeness,  for  she  was  none  other  than 
the  lost  Mrs.  Smith.  I  tracked  her  to  a  villa,  quiet 
and  retired,   on  the  borders  of  the  forest,  and  a  mile 
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from  the  little  town.  There  she  had  apartments,  and 
there  she  had  been  residing  for  nearly  three  months. 
She  was  known  as  Madame  Peleterie,  and  Monsieur 
Peleterie,  her  husband,  who  had  just  been  to  see  her, 
had  gone  to  England.  By  practising  a  little  ruse 
I  was  suddenly  shown  into  Madame' s  sitting-room, 
where  she  was  seated  deeply  immersed  in  the  perusal  of  a 
book.  Her  beauty  had  been  in  no  way  exaggerated. 
She  was  beautiful,  but  on  her  face,  plainly  as  anything 
could  be  written,  was  the  writing  of  the  Angel  of  Sorrow. 
It  was  impossible  to  look  into  that  lady's  face  and  say 
she  was  happy.     She  started  and  rose  as  I  entered. 

"  Pray  keep  your  seat,"  I  said.  "  I  have  business 
with  you,  painful  business.  I  come  from  your  dying 
husband.   I  know  all,  so  do  not  attempt  to  prevaricate." 

With  a  little  low  moan  of  pain,  she  clasped  her  white 
hands  to  her  face,  and  sank  back  in  the  chair  all  of  a 
heap,  as  the  saying  is,  and  she  sighed  out  the  word — 

"  Dying  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Madame ;  but  he  told  me  that  you  held  his 
life  in  your  hands.  Do  you  wish  that  his  death  should 
lie  at  your  door  ?  " 

She  rocked  herself  to  and  fro.  She  wept  bitterly, 
and  when  her  voice  came  to  her,  she  sobbed — 

"  Oh,  my  God,  how  wicked  I  have  been ;  but  I  was 
sorely  tempted,  sorely  tempted." 

"  And  the  man  who  tempted  you,  what  is  his  name?" 
She  made  no  answer,  only  sobbed,  and  sighed  and 
rocked.  "  Shall  I  tell  it  to  you  ?  "  I  added.  Still  no 
answer.  "  The  man's  name  is  Henri  Belmont,"  I 
continued. 

She  sprang  up  then.  She  wrung  her  hands ;  she 
clutched  at  her  hair,  and  with  an  emphasis  of  expression 
that  left  no  room  to  doubt  her  sincerity  she  hissed  out — 
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"  Oh,  how  I  hate  him,"  and  she  stamped  her  small 
foot  od  the  polished  floor  to  give  further  point  to  her 
words. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,"  I  answered.  "  A 
man  with  an  evil  heart  is  one  to  hate  and  be  shunned, 
but  he  who  is  goodness  and  truth  should  be  loved. 
Your  husband's  life  is  in  your  gift.  Restore  him  to  the 
world,  to  happiness,  to  the  joy  of  once  again  possessing 
you." 

She  sank  down  on  the  floor  in  an  agony  of  grief,  and 
clasped  her  hands  behind  her  neck,  while  her  tear-wet 
face  was  bowed  to  her  knees.  In  this  position  she  was 
a  sad  picture  of  beauty,  stricken  with  remorse  and 
crushed  with  grief. 

"  It  is  impossible ;  impossible,"  she  groaned.  "  I 
dare  not  look  at  him  again.  He  would  spurn  me,  cast 
me  off,  and  curse  me.  Oh,  I  could  not  bear  it ;  I  could 
not  bear  it." 

"  Ah,  how  little  you  know  of  your  noble  and  devoted 
husband,"  I  replied.  "  Solemnly  do  I  promise  you  that 
he  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  Let  me  take  you  to 
him.  Return  like  a  truant  child  for  whom  a  loving 
father  waits  in  grave  anxiety,  ready  to  forgive  and  for- 
get, and  to  kiss  the  wrong  away." 

"  Oh,  if  I  thought  it  was  so.     If  I  dare  to  go." 

"  It  is  so,  believe  me ;  and  she  who  has  not  the  cour- 
age to  confess  an  error  can  exjtect  no  mercy.  Your 
husband  waits  for  you  with  outstretched  arms.  Let  me 
lead  you  to  him." 

She  was  still  on  the  floor,  she  still  moaned,  still  wept. 
Her  grief  was  terribly  real,  and  not  Magdalene  of  old 
wept  more  repentant  tears.  With  such  eloquence  as  1 
was  capable  of  I  talked  to  her,  persuaded  her,  entreated 
her  until  my  voice  prevailed.     Then  slowly  did  she 
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rise.  Her  eyes  were  very  red ;  her  face  very  pale.  The 
tornado  of  grief  that  had  shaken  her  had  left  its  traces. 
She  looked  at  me  for  some  moments.  She  was  gather- 
ing her  voice  to  speak,  but  with  a  shiver  and  a  great 
convulsive  sob  that  shook  her  bosom,  she  could  only 
falter  forth. 

"  Take  me,  take  me,"  and  tottering  to  the  chair,  she 
swooned. 

I  did  not  call  for  assistance.  A  carafe  of  water  was 
on  the  sideboard,  and  that  was  all  I  wanted.  In  a  few 
minutes  she  recovered.  Then  she  begged  me  to  let  her 
go  and  lie  down,  and  she  asked  me  to  make  prepara- 
tions for  the  journey,  and  tender  such  excuse  as  I 
might  think  fit  to  the  people  of  the  house.  I  said  I 
would  do  this,  and  I  exacted  from  her  a  very  solemn 
promise  that  she  would  return  with  me,  then  I  let  her 
go  to  her  room. 

I  had  no  difficulty  with  the  people  of  the  house.  I 
explained  that  Madame  Peleterie  was  not  Madame 
Peleterie,  but  the  heroine  of  a  little  romance.  They 
smiled.  The  French  rather  like  these  sort  of  adven- 
tures. They  are  used  to  little  romances.  They  call 
them  "affaires  de  coevr."  They  are  regarded  as 
pleasantries  that  tend  to  relieve  the  dull  round  of 
monotonous  money-grubbing  life. 

The  preparations  for  our  departure  were  soon  made, 
and  that  night  Mrs.  Smith  and  I  were  passengers  by 
the  Channel  steamer.  As  soon  as  we  reached  Dover,  I 
telegraphed  to  Mr.  Smith's  doctor,  and  asked  him  to  be 
at  the  house  to  meet  us,  and  to  keep  the  matter  secret 
until  our  arrival,  and  do  what  he  could  to  stop  the 
gossip  and  vulgar  curiosity  of  servants.  I  knew  that  I 
could  not  have  a  better  ally  than  the  doctor,  and  my 
confidence  was  justified. 
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We  reached  Richmond  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon. 
The  doctor  received  the  pretty  truant.  She  was  pale, 
tearful,  and  weary. 

"  It  is  a  strange  coincidence,"  he  whispered  to  me, 
"  but  the  villain  is  here  at  this  very  moment,  and  is 
with  our  dear  friend  Smith.  Your  triumph  will  be 
complete  ;  we  can  even  arrange  a  little  tableau." 

He  took  the  lady  into  the  drawing-room,  while  I 
proceeded  upstairs  to  Mr.  Smith  without  any  announce- 
ment, and,  knocking  at  his  door,  opened  it,  and  entered 
immediately  on  his  calling  "  Come  in." 

The  handsome  devil  Belmont  was  sitting  at  the  bed- 
side. His  white  teeth  were  showing  as  usual.  He  was 
all  smiles. 

"  Ah !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Smith,  "  this  is  opportune. 
I  am  glad  you  have  come." 

Before  another  word  could  be  spoken,  Belmont 
exclaimed — 

"  Well,  what  success,  old  chappie  ?  " 

I  thought  I  detected  a  tinge  of  anxiety  in  his 
tone.  I  had  not  time  to  answer  before  Mr.  Smith 
remarked — 

"  Our  good  friend  here  tells  me  that  he  has  been  to 
Paris,  and  made  every  endeavour  to  get  some  trace,  but 
failed." 

"  And  you,  where  have  you  been  to  ?  "  cried  Bel- 
mont, looking  at  me. 

"  Oh,  I  have  been  to  Paris,  too."  I  noted  that  the 
smile  for  once  faded  from  his  lips,  and  a  look  of 
anxiety  swept  over  his  face. 

"  And  of  course  you  haven't  been  successful  ?  "  he 
asked  with  an  alarm  that  he  could  not  conceal. 

Without  answering  him  I  turned  to  Mr.  Smith,  and 
said — 


THE  STRANGE  STORY  OF  AN  OLD  MAN'S  LOVE.     285 

"  Will  you  pardon  me,  sir,  if  I  request  to  have  a  word 
in  private  with  Mr.  Belmont  ?  " 

He  inclined  his  head  as  an  assent. 

"  Will  you  kindly  follow  me,  Mr.  Belmont,  into 
the  passage  ?  I  have  something  to  say  to  you,"  I  con- 
tinued. 

His  face  grew  white.  He  was  no  longer  smiling. 
His  eyes  were  restless,  and  expressed  the  agitation  of 
his  mind. 

"  What  is  this  farce  ?  "  he  ejaculated  with  warmth. 
He  was  confused  and  distressed.  He  guessed  what 
was  coming,  and  would  have  liked  to  have  gone  up  the 
chimney  or  sunk  through  the  floor,  but  that  was  im- 
possible. 

"  It  is  not  a  farce,  sir,"  I  answered,  "  but  a  comedy, 
and  serious  comedy.     Please  to  come  here." 

I  held  the  door  open,  and  he  went  into  the  passage. 
Then  I  whispered  to  him — 

"  I  have  been  more  successful  than  you.  Leave 
this  house,  and  never  again  let  your  evil  shadow  fall 
upon  its  portals.  It  is  advisable  that  Mr.  Smith  should 
not  know  of  your  devilish  perfidy,  at  any  rate  not  at 
present." 

"  He  looked  at  me  hard  for  some  moments.  Then 
he  smiled  again,  his  white  teeth  gleamed,  and  he 
said — 

"  You  are  cleverer  than  I  gave  you  credit  for.  You 
score  a  point.     I  confess  defeat." 

He  bowed  with  frigid,  cold-blooded  disdain,  went 
down  the  stairs ;  I  followed,  and  saw  the  great  hall 
door  close  behind  his  retreating  figure.  Then  I  went 
to  the  drawing-room,  and  hurriedly  imparted  the 
information  to  the  doctor.  In  a  few  minutes  we 
ascended  the  stairs  with  the  lady  leaning  on  our  arms. 
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At  the  chamber  door  we  paused,  and  at  a  sign  from  me 
the  doctor  entered  first,  and  I  heard  him  say  to  the 
patient — 

"  Donovan  has  a  little  surprise  for  you,  Mr.  Smith." 

"  Has  he  ?  has  he  ?     What  is  it  ?  " 

"  Come  in,  Donovan,"  called  out  the  doctor. 

I  entered,  leading  Mrs.  Smith  by  the  hand. 

"  Your  wife,  sir,"  I  said.  "  You  see  I  have  been  a 
little  more  successful  than  your  friend." 

With  a  great  cry  Mrs.  Smith  sprang  forward,  fell 
upon  her  knees  at  the  bedside,  flung  her  arms  about  the 
sick  man's  neck,  and  as  the  doctor  and  I  withdrew  I 
heard  her  sob  out  with  a  passionate  wail — 

"  Husband,  husband,  forgive  me  !  " 

So  far  as  I  am  concerned  the  curtain  falls  upon  this 
denouement.  There  are  some  secrets  too  sacred  for 
prying  eyes.  Those  of  Mr.  Smith  and  his  wife  belong 
to  that  category.  I  need  only  say  he  recovered  his 
health,  and  he  and  his  wife  took  up  their  residence  in 
Italy.  He  did  not  learn  for  a  long  time  of  the  baseness 
and  perfidy  of  the  smiling  man  whom  he  regarded  as 
such  a  true  friend.  Of  course,  no  action  whatever  was 
taken  against  Belmont.  He  gave  himself  away  to  me. 
He  believed  his  cleverness  was  not  to  be  overmatched, 
and  that  by  coming  to  me  and  engaging  my  services 
he  would  divert  all  possible  suspicion  from  himself.  Ho 
never  dreamed  for  an  instant  that  he  would  be  bowlel 
out.  He  had  the  most  perfect  faith  in  himself,  and  his 
defeat,  therefore,  was  the  more  crushing.  What  became 
of  him  I  never  knew. 
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I  had  been  ill  for  some  time,  and  necessarily  leading  an 
inactive  life,  which  to  one  of  my  disposition  and 
temperament  was  far  from  pleasant.  I  never  could 
bear  to  be  idle  long.  Some  occupation  for  the  mind 
was  indispensable  to  my  well-being,  but  in  this  instance 
I  had  been  forced  to  submit  to  the  rule  of  my  most 
excellent  physician,  who  had  prescribed  with  peremp- 
tory tyranny  "  absolute  rest  and  quiet."  And  so  I 
yielded  with  the  best  grace  I  could.  I  had  thus  been 
running  to  seed  for  weeks  and  trying  to  concentrate  all 
my  thoughts  on  thinking  of  nothing ;  nothing  being — 
as  described  by  a  witty  Irishman — a  footless  stocking 
without  a  leg.  But  mental  inertia  is  a  very  difficult 
thing  to  endure  by  any  one  who  constitutionally  loves 
work  for  work's  sake.  It  may  be  imagined,  therefore, 
that  I  hailed  the  convalescent  stage  of  my  malady  with 
keen  delight,  and  I  accepted  an  invitation  from  my 
excellent  friend  Duncan  Smith  to  be  the  guest  of 
himself  and  his  family  at  their  charming  seaside 
residence  in  Helensburgh,  down  the  Clyde.  The  Smith 
family  consisted  of,  besides  Mrs.  Smith,  two  charming 
daughters  and  a  son,  and  as  they  had  travelled  exten- 
sively and  seen  a  great  deal  of  life  they  were  delightful 
companions.  Mr.  Smith  was  by  profession  a  lawyer, 
and  a  member  of  the  old  and  respected  Glasgow  firm  of 
Rae,  Smith,  &  Keid,  which  for  many  years  had  enjoyed 
one  of  the  largest  legal  practices  on  the  West  Coast. 
It  was   a  wealthy   firm,   and   as   Smith,  junior,   was 
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following  in  his  father's  footsteps  and  had  become  a 
member  of  the  firm,  Smith,  senior,  had  practically  given 
up  legal  work,  and  was  enjoying  himself  with  his  books 
and  pictures,  both  of  which  were  his  especial  hobby ; 
and  as  he  wTas  no  mean  hand  with  the  brush  and  palette 
himself  he  found  ample  means  of  extracting  a  vast 
amount  of  pleasure  out  of  his  well-earned  retirement. 
I  found  the  society  of  my  friends,  no  less  than  the 
quietude  and  repose  of  the  place,  perfectly  fascinating, 
though  I  confess  that  there  occasionally  came  over  me 
a  longing  to  tackle  once  more  some  of  those  abstruse 
puzzles  evolved  out  of  human  cunning  and  wickedness 
which  it  had  been  my  peculiar  metier  to  have  to  solve. 
As  the  dyer's  hands  become  imbued  with  the  trade  he 
works  in,  so  does  the  mind  take  its  colouring  from  that 
which  it  devotes  itself  to,  and  one's  thoughts  must 
constantly  be  turning  to  those  things  with  which 
they  have  been  identified  for  many  years.  So  it  was 
with  me,  and  delightful  as  my  surroundings  were, 
I  wanted  to  be  in  harness  again ;  for  by  temperament 
I  was  not  fitted  to  resign  myself  without  a  murmur  to 
compulsory  inactivity-  No  one  could  enjoy  a  holiday 
more  than  I  could ;  no  one  more  readily  give  himself 
up  to  restful  dreaming,  nor  enter  into  a  silent  commun- 
ing with  Nature,  whose  most  devout  of  devotees  I  am, 
with  greater  zeal  and  earnestness  than  myself.  But, 
then,  it  is  one  thing  to  do  this  of  one's  own  free  will  and 
accord,  and  another  to  be  forced  into  it  by  physical 
infirmity,  which,  while  incapacitating  one,  leaves  the 
brain  clear  and  active. 

"With  this  exposition  of  my  mental  state,  it  can  be 
readily  understood  that  I  thrilled  with  a  sense  of  un- 
speakable gratification  one  morning,  as  sitting  at  the 
breakfast  table  with  my  friends,  Mr.  Smith  looked  up 
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from  the  perusal  of  his  morning  letters,  and  glancing  at 
me  over  his  gold-rimmed  glasses  with  a  merry  twinkle 
in  his  kindly  grey  eyes,  the  while  he  held  an  open 
letter  in  his  hand,  he  said — 

"  Here  is  something  that  will  interest  you,  Donovan. 
Your  services  are  required,  but  I  think  I  ought  not  to 
show  you  the  letter  nor  tell  you  its  contents,  having  re- 
gard to  Dr.  Cadell's  injunctions  that  you  were  to  remain 
quiet." 

''  Oh,  never  mind  Dr.  Cadell,"  I  said,  with  an  eager 
laugh.  "  Doctors  are  not  always  right,  you  know.  I 
am  sure  a  little  work  will  be  as  a  tonic  to  me.  My 
mind  is  getting  rusty ;  it  wants  greasing." 

"  Well,  there  is  the  letter,"  said  Mr.  Smith,  tossing 
it  towards  me,  "  but  remember,  I  wash  my  hands  of  all 
responsibility  in  the  matter." 

Of  course  I  read  the  letter  at  once.  It  ran  as 
follows : — 

"  179,  Buchanan  Street,  Glasgow. 

"  My  dear  Mr.  Smith, 

"  I  heard  incidentally  yesterday  from  our  mutual 
friend,  Mr.  Fraser,  that  the  famous  detective,  Dick 
Donovan,  is  at  present  staying  with  you  as  your  guest 
at  Helensburgh.  It  at  once  occurred  to  me  that  he 
might  assist  me  greatly  in  a  very  peculiar  case  in  which 
I  am  deeply  interested,  and  which  seems  to  me  to  offer 
an  unusual  opportunity  for  the  exercise  of  those  remark- 
able talents  which  your  friend  possesses  in  such  an 
unique  degree.  It  would  occupy  too  much  time  for  me 
to  enter  into  all  the  details  and  particulars  of  the  case  I 
refer  to.  I  will,  therefore,  content  myself  with  saying 
that  while  on  the  face  of  it  it  seems  commonplace  enough, 
there  are  inner  depths,  which,  if  we  can  only  manage 
to  explore,  we  may  be  able  to  make  a  startling  revela- 
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tion.  As  I  do  not  know  Mr.  Donovan  personally, 
and,  moreover,  as  Fraser  told  me  he  is  only  now  recover- 
ing from  severe  illness,  I  thought  it  better  to  write  to 
you  in  the  first  instance,  and  leave  it  to  you  to  decide 
whether  it  would  be  advisable  to  bring  the  matter  under 
the  notice  of  your  guest. 

"  I  hope  that  you  and  your  wife  and  charming 
daughters  are  in  the  enjoyment  of  perfect  health. 
Accept  for  them  and  yourself  my  very  kindest  regards. 
I  wish  I  could  have  spent  a  few  days  with  you  in  this 
glorious  weather.  A  cruise  with  you  and  the  ladies  in 
your  yacht  round  the  beautiful  Island  of  Arran,  or 
among  the  no  less  beautiful  Kyles  of  Bute,  is  a  delight 
that  no  one  can  help  yearning  for ;  but  alas  !  at  present 
I  am  chained  hand  and  foot  to  the  oar.  My  partner  is 
away  ill ;  so  is  my  manager  and  confidential  clerk. 
The  result  is,  I  cannot  leave  the  business  for  a 
single  day.  If  it  had  not  been  for  this,  I  would  have 
gone  down  to  Helensburgh  and  have  made  Mr.  Dono- 
van's acquaintance.  As  it  is,  I  will  place  the  affair  in 
your  hands.  You  will  be  the  best  judge  as  to  the 
proper  course  to  take,  and  I  hope  you  will  not  think  me 
guilty  of  a  liberty  in  intruding  myself  upon  your  guest. 
"  Yours  very  truly, 

"James  Dougal  Fleming." 

"  Who  is  Mr.  James  Dougal  Fleming  ?  "  I  asked,  as 
I  handed  the  letter  back  to  Mr.  Smith. 

"  "Well,  he  is  a  very  old  friend  of  mine,  and  in  prac- 
tice as  a  lawyer.  He  is  an  excellent  fellow,  with  an 
original  mind,  and  he  often  sees  things  that  are  obscured 
to  other  men." 

"  And  you  think  that  when  he  speaks  of  a  case  being 
peculiar  it  has  features  out  of  the  common  ?  " 
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"  Oh,  yes ;  there  is  not  the  slightest  doubt  about  that. 
You  may  depend  upon  it  that  what  Fleming  thinks 
peculiar  is  so.  He  is  exceedingly  clever,  and  devoted 
to  his  profession,  and  he  does  everything  with  such  zeal 
that  he  is  working  himself  to  death." 

"  He  pays  me  a  very  high  compliment,"  I  remarked, 
"  and  I  feel  flattered.  Now,  as  your  guest,  may  I  ask 
permission  to  go  and  see  your  friend  ?  " 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Donovan,  it  is  a  matter  in  which  you 
must  use  your  own  discretion,"  Mr.  Smith  replied. 
"  Personally,  I  should  be  very  glad  for  you  to  go,  but 
on  the  other  hand  I  am  thinking  of  Dr.  Cadell's 
orders  and  your  own  health." 

"  Pray  do  not  let  those  considerations  give  you  any 
concern.  I  shall  be  the  better  for  some  work.  More- 
over, I  am  desirous  of  assisting  your  friend  if  I  can." 

"  Very  well,  do  as  you  like,"  came  the  cheery 
answer ;  "  you  will  find  him  a  man  after  your  own 
heart,  and  I  am  convinced  he  has  something  interesting 
to  tell  you." 

This  was  sufficient.  I  needed  nothing  more.  My 
weakness  seemed  to  leave  me  at  the  mere  thought  of 
getting  congenial  occupation  for  the  mind,  and  I 
preferred  a  request  to  my  friend  Smith  that  he  would 
write  to  Mr.  Fleming  and  say  I  would  call  upon  him 
on  the  morrow. 

The  morrow  came.  I  duly  presented  myself  at  Mr. 
Fleming's  office,  and  was  at  once  shown  into  his 
presence.  I  found  him  to  be  a  somewhat  portly  man, 
with  hair  inclining  to  grey,  and  those  deep- set,  smallish 
eyes,  capable  of  looking  at  you  fixedly,  and  yet  with  a 
suspicion  of  dreaminess  about  them  that  is  insepar- 
able from  the  thinking  mind.  Mr.  Fleming  greeted 
me  very  cordially. 
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"  It  is  extremely  good,  indeed,  of  you  to  come,"  he 
said,  "  especially  as  I  understand  you  are  still  an 
invalid.  But  the  fact  is,  hearing  you  were  so  near 
Glasgow,  I  could  not  resist  the  temptation  to  ask  you  to 
help  me." 

I  hastened  to  assure  him  that  it  would  afford  me 
great  satisfaction  to  do  so  if  he  thought  I  could  be  any  of 
use,  and  he  proceeded — 

"  I  won't  worry  you  then  with  unnecessary  details, 
but  go  at  once  to  my  subject.  Some  weeks  ago  a 
young  woman  named  Jessie  Macfarlane  was  arrested 
on  suspicion  of  having  been  concerned  in  an  hotel 
robbery  at  the  Bridge  of  Allan,  and  she  has  been 
committed  for  trial,  which  will  take  place  next  month. 
She  pleads  not  guilty,  although  caught  almost  flagrante 
delicto. 

"  Now,  notwithstanding  that  in  my  view  there  is 
strong  reason  to  believe  she  is  either  a  tool  of 
somebody,  or  that  she  had  confederates,  she  preserves 
the  most  stolid  silence,  and  refuses  to  give  the  slightest 
explanation,  or  say  anything  in  her  defence  beyond 
that  she  is  not  guilty.  I  may  tell  you  that  she  is  a 
native  of  Glasgow,  and  the  daughter  of  highly  respect- 
able people.  Her  father  has  been  for  many  years 
foreman  in  the  machine-room  of  Shepheard,  BAdgefield,  & 
Alexander,  the  printers,  and  they  speak  in  the  very 
highest  terms  of  him.  Her  mother  has  been  in  the 
service  of  Sir  John  Freemantle  as  cook  for  over  ten 
years,  and  is  greatly  esteemed  by  her  employer  as  well 
as  by  her  fellow-servants.  These  honest  people  have 
brought  up  a  family  of  eight  children ;  all  have  done 
and  are  doing  well  except  Jessie,  and  the  charge  hang- 
ing over  her  head  has  all  but  distracted  her  parents,  who 
have  placed  the  matter  in  my  hands  with  a  request  that 
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I  will  do  everything  possible  to  get  Jessie  acquitted. 
I  am  handicapped,  however,  by  the  girl's  own  stolid 
indifference,  or  apparent  indifference,  and  I  have  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  she  is  under  some  very  powerful 
influence  which  seals  her  lips,  and  that  she  is  willing 
to  suffer  rather  than  say  a  word  that  would  implicate 
somebody  in  whom  she  is  interested." 

"  Was  she  in  service  in  the  hotel  where  the  robbery 
was  committed  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  No ;  and  that  is  not  the  least  curious  part  of  the 
business.  She  was  in  the  service  of  a  lady  and  gentle- 
man on  a  visit  there,  not  husband  and  wife,  but  brother 
and  sister — a  Mr.  "William  John  Holliwell  and  Miss 
Martha  Holliwell.  They  are  people  of  high  social 
standing  and  considerable  means.  Jessie  Macfarlane 
was  maid  to  the  lady,  in  whose  service  she  had  been 
for  four  years,  and  Miss  Holliwell  gives  her  a  most 
excellent  character." 

"  This  is  extremely  interesting,"  I  remarked  thought- 
fully as  the  lawyer  paused  in  his  narration,  and  I 
requested  him  to  give  me  the  details  of  the  robbery, 
which  he  did  as  follows  : — 

"  It  appears  that  staying  in  the  hotel  were  Major- 
Greneral  and  Mrs.  Hoy.  The  General  is  an  Indian 
officer  home  on  sick  leave,  and  he  and  his  wife  had  been 
staying  at  the  Bridge  for  the  benefit  of  their  health. 
They  had  two  servants  with  them — a  man-servant  and 
a  maid,  by  the  name  of  Harriet  Shawcross,  who  was  in 
India  with  them.  Mrs.  Hoy  is  a  showy  woman  and 
fond  of  jewellery,  of  which  she  sports  a  quantity.  One 
afternoon,  while  the  General  and  his  wife  were  out  for 
a  drive,  the  maid  went  to  the  lady's  room  to  get  her 
things  ready  for  dinner.  This  was  her  daily  habit,  it 
seems,  but  on  this  particular  afternoon,  when  she  un- 
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locked  her  mistress's  trunk  to  get  out  the  jewel-case,  she 
was  alarmed  to  find  that  it  was  not  there,  and  yet  she 
was  certain  she  had  put  it  back  the  previous  night  after 
Mrs.  Hoy  had  taken  her  jewels  off  on  retiring.  As  the 
case  contained  between  four  and  five  hundred  pounds' 
worth  of  geegaws,  you  may  imagine  that  Harriet  Shaw- 
cross  was  in  a  state  of  considerable  alarm,  although 
there  were  no  signs  then  indicative  of  robbery.  But 
tbe  disappearance  of  the  case  from  its  usual  place  was 
sufficiently  remarkable  to  cause  her  great  uneasiness. 
Until  the  return  of  her  mistress,  however,  who  might 
possibly  have  removed  the  case  herself — though  Harriet 
considered  that  unlikely — she  could  do  nothing.  But 
having  laid  out  the  lady's  clothes  ready  for  use,  she  left 
the  room  to  go  downstairs,  but  had  only  proceeded  a 
few  yards  down  the  passage  when  she  remembered  that 
she  had  left  the  keys  of  the  boxes  lying  on  the  dressing- 
table,  so  she  at  once  turned  back  for  them.  On  opening 
the  door  she  was  thunderstruck  to  find  a  woman  stand- 
ing in  the  room,  and  that  woman  was  Jessie  Macfar- 
lane.  '  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  '  demanded  Harriet 
Shawcross.  Jessie,  who  was  trembling  and  confused, 
stammered  out  that  she  had  made  a  mistake  and  came 
into  the  wrong  room.  Harriet  at  once  accused  her  of 
falsehood,  for  she  herself  had  only  been  a  few  yards 
away  from  the  door,  and  during  those  few  brief  moments 
the  intruder  could  not  have  entered  without  Harriet 
knowing  it.  She  had  a  dishevelled  appearance,  too, 
which  was  suggestive  of  having  crept  from  under  the 
bed ;  and  as  she  seemed  strange  and  excited,  Harriet 
rang  the  bell  violently,  and,  never  losing  sight  of  the 
girl,  insisted  on  the  landlord  giving  her  into  custody. 
During  this  little  scene  the  General  and  his  wife 
returned,  and  when  they  heard  what  had  happened,  and 
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as  the  jewel-case  was  not  forthcoming,  they  sent  for  a 
policeman,  and  Jessie  was  taken  to  the  station.  There 
she  was  searched,  but  nothing  incriminating  was  found 
upon  her.  The  room  was  also  searched,  but  no  trace  of 
the  missing  jewel-case  was  discovered.  Now,  here  was 
a  conjunction  of  circumstances  that  was  certainly  mys- 
terious. Firstly,  a  valuable  lot  of  jewellery  had  dis- 
appeared ;  and,  secondly,  a  girl  was  found  in  the  room 
who  had  no  business  to  be  in  that  part  of  the  house  at 
all,  for  her  master  and  mistress's  rooms  were  right  on 
the  other  side  of  the  house,  and  everything  seemed  to 
point  to  the  fact  that  she  had  been  concealed  there  for 
some  time.  It  was  so  very  obvious  that  she  had  not 
gone  into  the  room  accidentally,  that  is,  by  mistake, 
that  her  excuse  was  ridiculous.  Recognizing  that  her- 
self, no  doubt,  she  did  not  urge  it,  but  preserved  an 
obstinate  silence,  and  refused  to  answer  any  questions. 

"  As  soon  as  her  parents  heard  of  her  arrest  they  went 
to  see  her,  but  she  was  as  obstinate  with  them  as  she 
had  been  with  every  one  else  ;  and  while  stoutly  persist- 
ing in  her  innocence,  she  declined  to  offer  any  explana- 
tion as  to  how  it  was  she  came  to  be  in  the  room  under 
such  suspicious  circumstances.  Believing  that  she  was 
the  victim  of  some  delusion,  or  that  she  had  suffered 
from  a  temporary  aberration,  they  came  to  me  imploring 
me  to  do  what  I  could  for  the  girl.  I  have  had  several 
interviews  with  her,  but  I  honestly  confess  that  she  is  a 
puzzle  that  I  can  make  nothing  of." 

"  The  jewellery  has  not  been  recovered  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Not  a  scrap." 

"  What  is  your  opinion  of  the  girl  ?  " 

"  Well — I  believe  that  if  she  is  not  the  absolute  thief, 
she  knows  who  is.  Now,  I  should  like  to  hear  your 
opinion." 
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"  I  can  hardly  give  you  one  at  present,  but  I  will  go 
this  far.  There  is  a  good  deal  more  in  this  matter  than 
appears  on  the  surface.  I  agree  with  you  that  on  the 
face  of  it  it  seems  commonplace  enough,  but  there  is  a 
deeper  depth  that  must  be  explored,  and  very  probably 
that  will  disclose  something  startling." 

"  "Well,  now,  will  you  undertake  to  explore  that 
depth  ? "  asked  Mr.  Fleming.  "  Naturally,  I  am 
desirous  of  doing  the  best  I  can  for  my  clients,  for  they 
are  terribly  cast  down  by  the  disgrace  their  daughter 
has  brought  upon  them ;  but,  apart  from  that,  I  should 
like  to  get  at  the  bottom  of  what  is  undoubtedly  a 
mystery." 

"  Yes,"  I  answered,  "  I  will,  for  the  problem  is  very 
interesting,  and  I  should  be  pleased  to  work  it  out." 

On  this  understanding  I  left  Mr.  Fleming,  very  much 
absorbed  in  what  he  had  told  me,  and  the  next  day  I 
obtained  permission  to  visit  Jessie  in  prison.  She  was 
not  prepossessing  by  any  means,  but  Nature  had 
endowed  her  with  a  most  perfect  figure.  Her  face, 
however,  was  somewhat  flat,  and  her  expression  in 
repose  dull  and  heavy.  But  I  found  after  a  time  that 
under  the  influence  of  excitement  or  emotion  the 
expression  gave  place  to  one  of  great  animation.  Then 
her  rather  large  and  too  prominent,  dreamy  eyes  lighted 
up,  her  cheeks  flushed,  and  she  appeared  to  be  quite 
another  being.  Her  movements,  except  under  excite- 
ment, were  sluggish  ;  and  while  she  did  not  strike  me  as 
being  particularly  bright  intellectually,  she  was  very  far 
from  dull-witted,  and  I  set  her  down  as  peculiarly 
secretive  for  a  woman,  with  a  great  amount  of  artfulness 
that  bordered  more  or  less  on  a  rather  dangerous  form 
of  cunning.  She  had  a  good  and  fair  complexion,  and 
a  quantity  of  reddish-brown   hair  that  in   itself   was 
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attractive.  But  in  other  respects  there  was  something 
ahout  her  that  rather  repelled  one.  It  is  really  difficult 
to  say  in  what  that  something  consisted  of.  It  is  best 
suggested,  perhaps,  by  describing  her  as  quite  lacking 
in  that  soft,  confiding  nature  which  one  likes  to  see  in  a 
woman,  especially  a  young  woman.  There  was  a  hard- 
ness about  the  mouth  and  a  certain  cynical  coldness 
which  a  man  does  not  like  to  see  in  a  woman. 

"  I  may  at  once  say,  Jessie,"  I  began,  "  that  I  have 
come  here  to  see  you  in  your  own  interests,  and  on 
behalf  of  those  who  love  you " 

"  Who  are  you  ?  "  she  demanded,  with  a  peremptory 
haughtiness  that  somewhat  astonished  me,  having 
regard  to  the  fact  that  I  had  told  her  I  was  there  in 
her  own  interest,  and  on  behalf  of  her  friends.  Under 
ordinary  circumstances  a  prisoner  with  a  grave  charge 
hanging  over  her  would  have  expressed  some  gratifica- 
tion, some  thankfulness,  on  hearing  that  efforts  were 
being  made  to  release  her,  or,  at  any  rate,  to  mitigate 
her  position.  But  not  so  Jessie  Macfarlane.  She 
looked  at  me  with  a  scowl,  and  there  was  an  angry 
sullenness  in  her  face.  In  answer  to  her  demand,  I  at 
once  made  myself  known  to  her.  She  had  never  heard 
my  name  before,  which,  if  I  had  been  given  to  vanity, 
might  have  caused  me  some  concern.  But  it  didn't, 
and  with  a  smile  I  said — 

"  I  am  sorry,  Jessie,  that  I  am  such  an  utter  stranger 
to  you.  Let  me  assure  you,  however,  that  I  am 
desirous  of  assisting  you " 

"  I  don't  want  your  assistance,"  she  exclaimed  angrily. 

"  But  surely  you  would  like  to  be  cleared  of  this 
dreadful  charge,  if  it  is  possible  to  clear  you." 

"  I  have  told  them  I  am  innocent,"  she  replied,  with 
unsubdued  force  of  expression. 
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"  Yes,  but  it  is  necessary  to  prove  your  innocence. 
A  mere  statement  is  not  proof." 

"In  my  case  it  is,  so  you  needn't  trouble  yourself 
further." 

"  How  is  a  bare  denial  different  in  your  case  to  what 
it  would  be  in  anybody  else's  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  I  deny  that  I  am  guilty.  They've  got  to  prove  me 
guilty,  and  they  can't  do  it,"  she  answered,  with  a 
cynical  sneer. 

"  But  you  were  in  the  room  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"Well,  that  in  itself ,  ipso  facto,  is  prima  facie  evidence 
of  guilt." 

"  Don't  speak  in  a  foreign  language  to  me,"  she 
growled.     "  I  don't  understand  it." 

"  Pardon  me,"  I  answered,  with  a  bow.  "I  apologize. 
What  I  mean  is  that  your  having  been  found  in  the 
room  under  suspicious  circumstances  is  in  itself  a  grave 
matter." 

"  Well,  then,  they  can  think  what  they  like." 

"  But  surely,  Jessie,  you  can  offer  some  plausible 
explanation  as  to  why  you  were  in  the  room  ?  " 

"  I  have  already  said  that  I  went  in  by  mistake." 

"  You  could  hardly  have  done  that." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  I  lie  ?  "  she  asked  angrily, 
while  her  face  grew  red,  and  her  eyes  were  filled  with  a 
glowing  light  of  inward  passion. 

"  It  is  not  for  me  to  say  that  you  do  or  do  not,"  I 
replied  with  some  force,  thinking  to  impress  her  with 
the  stupidity  of  her  conduct,  but  its  only  effect  was  to 
make  her  more  angry,  and  she  said — 

"  Whether  I  he,  or  whether  I  don't,  is  my  own  busi- 
ness, not  yours." 

"  But  I  want  to  make  it  mine." 
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"  Then  you  won't  succeed." 

"  Do  you  not  understand,  Jessie,  that  I  have  come 
here  entirely  in  your  own  interests  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  you  have,  but  I  don't  want  you." 

"  But  you  cannot  afford  to  ignore  assistance  in  the 
sad  position  in  which  you  are  placed." 

"  Oh  yes,  I  can,"  she  answered,  with  a  toss  of  her 
head. 

"  How  so  ?  " 

"  Because  I  am  innocent." 

"  Good.  For  argument's  sake  we  will  admit  that  you 
are.  But  you  will  have  to  satisfy  a  judge  that  you  are. 
How  are  you  going  to  do  that  ?  " 

"  It  is  they  who  have  to  prove  me  guilty,  and  how 
are  they  going  to  do  it  ?  "  she  asked,  with  an  exultant 
laugh. 

"  It  is  within  the  bounds  of  possibilit}^"  I  answered, 
"  that  the  prosecution  may  fail  to  prove  you  guilty,  but 
though  legally  you  might  be  acquitted,  it  would  only 
be  for  the  want  of  evidence,  and  you  would  be  branded 
with  an  indelible  moral  stain  !  " 

"  Oh,  what  do  I  care  for  that !  " 

I  looked  at  her  with  surprise.  She  certainly  was  a 
study,  and  though  to  some  extent  I  had  been  prepared 
by  what  Mr.  Fleming  had  told  me  to  find  her  obdurate 
and  even  stupid,  I  scarcely  expected  she  would  prove  so 
utterly  illogical  as  to  thus  stand  in  her  own  light.  She 
behaved  almost  like  one  who  was  hardened  in  crime,  and 
her  extraordinary  artfulness  was  shown  in  the  fact  that 
she  knew  the  onus  of  establishing  her  guilt,  if  she  was 
guilty,  was  entirely  with  the  prosecution,  and  as  the 
jewels  had  not  been  traced  to  her  jiossession,  and  the 
only  serious  item  against  her  was  that  she  had  been 
found  in  the  room,  the  difficulty  in  the  way  of  securing 


3co  SUSPICION  AROUSED. 

a  conviction  was  great  indeed,  and  no  magistrate  would 
convict  unless  he  had  clear  proof  that  she  had  really 
stolen  the  jewels.  Now,  there  were  many  features  in  the 
case  which  removed  it  out  of  the  ordinary-  Firstly,  the 
trunk  in  which  the  jewel-case  was  kept  was  locked  when 
Harriet  Shawcross  went  to  it,  because  she  carried  the  keys 
and  used  them  to  open  the  trunk.  Therefore  it  followed 
that  if  the  jewel-case  had  been  abstracted  from  the 
trunk,  the  trunk  must  have  been  opened  with  false  keys. 
Where  were  those  keys  ?  They  were  not  found  in  the 
room  nor  on  Jessie  Macfarlane's  person.  This  seemed 
to  suggest  that  the  robbery  had  been  committed  some- 
time before.  But  then  arose  the  question,  what  was 
the  girl  doing  in  the  room  ? 

Having  neither  jewels  nor  keys  upon  her,  it  would 
be  legally  impossible,  unless  other  evidence  was  forth- 
coming, to  convict  the  girl  of  being  the  thief,  however 
much  suspicion  might  point  to  her  as  the  guilty  person. 
But  the  law  is  very  decisive  on  this  point.  It  says  in 
effect,  "  Before  we  can  convict  a  person  of  crime  we 
must  have  such  evidence,  circumstantial  or  otherwise,  as 
would  leave  no  logical  or  reasonable  doubt  of  the  guilt 
of  the  accused.  In  this  instance,  although  the  woman 
is  found  in  a  room  from  which  valuable  property  has 
been  removed,  there  is  not  beyond  that  fact — and  it  is 
a  suspicious  fact — a  scrap  of  evidence  to  prove  her  guilt." 

I  saw  all  these  points  at  a  glance,  and  they  served  to 
invest  the  matter  with  a  certain  amount  of  mystery 
which  made  it  doubly  interesting  to  me.  I  had  by 
this  time  come  to  the  conclusion  in  my  own  mind  that 
Jessie  Macfarlane  was  under  the  subjugation  of  some 
subtle  influence,  some  stronger  will  than  her  own.  And 
so  I  asked  her  suddenly  and  with  a  certain  stern- 
ness— 
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"Jessie  Macfarlane,  you  are  not  alone  in  this 
matter?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  she  exclaimed,  with  flashing1 
eyes. 

"  Surely  my  meaning  is  plain  enough.  You  are 
acting  under  the  influence  of  another  person." 

"  Am  I  ?  "  she  sneered.  "  Dear  me,  how  very  clever 
you  are  !     But  for  once  you  are  wrong." 

"  I  am  not  wrong,  Jessie,  but  right.  Now,  if  you 
wish  to  save  yourself,  tell  me  who  your  evil  mentor 
is." 

She  laughed  bitterly,  as  she  answered— 

"  You  are  trying  to  piobe  me,  but  you  won't  succeed. 
I  assert  that  I  am  innocent ;  and  all  the  magistrates 
and  all  the  detectives  in  the  world  can't  prove  me 
guilty.  I  am  not  going  to  denounce  any  one,  because  I 
have  no  one  to  denounce." 

"  Are  you  really  desirous  of  going  to  prison  ?  "  I 
asked. 

"  Certainly  not." 

"  Then  why  don't  you  aid  me  in  trying  to  establish 
your  innocence  ?  " 

"  My  innocence  is  established,  because  no  one  can 
prove  me  guilty/' 

"  But  you  were  found  in  the  room  ?  " 

"  I  was." 

"  What  were  you  there  f or  ?  " 

"  That  is  my  business." 

"  How  long  had  you  been  in  the  room  when  Harriet 
Shawcross  saw  you  ?  " 

She  remained  dumb  for  some  minutes,  and  it  seemed 
as  if  she  had  no  intention  of  replying ;  but  then  with  a 
sudden  gesture  of  impatience,  and  still  with  that  angry 
look  in  her  eyes,  she  answered  me  thus — 
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"  Look  here,  Mr.  Donovan,  I  am  satisfied  that  you 
mean  well,  and  are  wishful  to  help  me  ;  but  I  don't 
want  your  help.  The  magistrate  will  be  compelled  to 
acquit  me.  Therefore,  what  more  do  I  require  ?  Now, 
I  will  answer  your  questions  straight  if  it  is  any  satis- 
faction to  you.  The  only  falsehood  I  have  told  is  in 
saying  I  had  just  gone  into  the  room  when  the  Hoys' 
maid  saw  me  there.  The  fact  is  I  had  been  in  the  room 
for  some  time,  and  lying  under  the  bed.  It  was  a 
freak,  a  stupid  freak,  and  nothing  more,  and  nothing 
more  can  be  made  of  it,  twist  things  as  you  like. 
Now,  if  I  had  false  keys,  why  were  they  not  found 
upon  me,  and  if  I  had  abstracted  the  jewel-case, 
where  was  it  ?  I  hadn't  swallowed  it,  and  it 
wasn't  in  the  room.  The  fact  of  the  jewels  being 
stolen  and  my  being  found  in  the  room  was  a  coinci- 
dence, nothing  more." 

"  But  a  singularly  unfortunate  one  for  you,"  I 
remarked. 

"  Yes,  I  admit  that,  but  I  cannot  help  it." 

"And  yet  you  can  offer  some  plausible  reason  for 
your  having  hidden  under  the  bed  ?  " 

"  No,  I  cannot." 

"  On  what  grounds  do  you  refuse  ?  " 

"  On  grounds  personal  to  myself." 

"  It  is  personal  to  yourself  to  use  every  endeavour  to 
clear  your  good  name  of  the  slur  that  now  rests  upon 
it." 

"  I  have  told  you  over  and  over  again  that  I  am 
innocent." 

"  So  you  may  be,  but  I  wish  you  to  establish  that." 

"  I  shall  do  no  more  than  I  have  done,  and  you  must 
make  the  best  of  my  answer,"  she  said. 

"  Nevertheless,  I  seriously  and  solemnly  urge  you  to 


A   POLISHED  IMPOSTOR.  303 

explain  why  you  had  been  concealed  under  the  bed  in 
General  Hoy's  room." 

"  I  shall  do  nothing  of  the  kind  beyond  saying  that 
it  was  a  freak.  Now,  pray  leave  me,  and  tell  my 
father  and  mother  that  they  needn't  concern  themselves. 
I  shall  come  out  of  the  matter  all  right." 

Although  I  put  other  questions  to  her  she  sullenly 
refused  to  answer  them  ;  and  as  she  was  in  a  peculiar 
and  irritable  mood,  I  felt  it  might  be  advisable  to  leave 
her  for  the  present.  I  did  so  with  a  conviction  that 
she  was  an  exceedingly  artful  young  woman,  and  pos- 
sessed of  a  certain  strength  of  purpose  which,  in  the 
ordinary  way,  it  might  be  difficult  to  overcome.  But  I 
was  also  convinced  of  another  thing,  and  it  was  that 
behind  Jessie  Macfarlane  stood  somebody  else,  and  that 
somebody  was  influencing  her  by  some  strange  power 
of  will.  Who  that  somebody  was  I  determined  to 
learn,  and  also  to  find  out,  if  it  could  be  found  out, 
where  the  jewel-case  had  been  taken,  who  had  taken 
it,  and  where  it  had  gone  to. 

If  the  problem  was  not  as  abstruse  as  many  I  had 
had  to  deal  with,  it  was  distinguished  by  some  very 
remarkable  features,  and  not  the  least  of  them  was  the 
psychological  phenomena  which  Jessie  Macfarlane  her- 
self presented. 

As  regards  the  probable  issue  of  this  really  interest- 
ing case  my  mind  at  that  moment  was  a  blank.  I 
might  have  hazarded  a  good  many  speculations,  each 
one  of  which  would  likely  have  been  wide  of  the  mark, 
but  I  could  not  swerve  from  the  position  I  had  taken  up 
with  reference  to  Jessie  being  a  mere  tool,  swayed  and 
influenced  by  some  subtle  brain  that  had  in  it  "  the 
damnable  essence  of  devilish  craft,"  as  an  old  and 
vigorous  writer  aptly  phrases  his  description  of  that 
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class  of  -wickedness  which  seeks  to  mask  its  own 
nefarious  designs  by  trading  on  and  utilizing  the  weak- 
ness of  another  person.  At  the  same  time,  let  me  at 
once  assert  that  I  did  not  believe  in  Jessie  Macfarlane's 
asseverations  of  innocence.  Her  denial  of  guilt  was 
one  of  those  white  lies  which  certain  people  think  carry 
no  responsibility  By  a  distortion  of  common-sense 
logic  she  may  have  endeavoured  to  persuade  herself 
that  she  was  non-culpable  because  she  was  not  a  free 
agent.  But  such  sophistry — while  it  might  answer  the 
purpose  of  some  claptrap  political  spouter — was  not 
admissible  in  cases  where  the  law  of  the  land  had  been 
outraged.  There  are  degrees  of  guilt,  of  course,  but  a 
person  who  is  not  an  absolute  idiot  cannot  shift  entire 
responsibility  from  his  shoulders  for  transgression  on  the 
plea  that  he  was  prompted  thereto  by  an  influence 
he  could  not  resist.  Nominally  we  are  all  able  to  resist 
evil,  though  that  argument  is  just  as  fallacious  as  the 
other,  but  the  law  recognizes  it.  The  law,  however,  as 
most  people  know,  is  often  a  mere  fossilized  conglomera- 
tion of  stupid  and  barbarous  forms,  and  illogical  logic, 
in  which  common  sense  is  frequently  utterly  ignored. 

The  foregoing  observations  clearly  express  the  views 
I  held  at  tbis  stage  of  the  proceedings,  when,  after  my 
interview  with  the  prisoner,  I  set  out  on  my  quest  to 
find  a  solution  of  such  mystery  as  there  was  about  the 
affair,  and  I  think  it  will  be  admitted,  even  by  the 
most  hardened  and  hopeless  of  critics,  that  there  was 
sufficient  mystery  to  remove  the  case  from  the  region  of 
commonplace.  Mr.  Fleming,  who  was  shrewd  and  far- 
seeing,  clearly  recognized  tbat,  and  it  was  the  soupcon 
of  mystery  which  had  puzzled  him,  and  induced  bim  to 
solicit  my  aid. 

My   next   step  was  to  seek  an  interview  with  Mr. 
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and  Miss  Martha  Holliwell,  in  whose  service  Jessie 
Macfarlane  had  been  at  the  time  of  the  theft  of  the 
jewels.  Of  course  they  had  left  the  Bridge  and 
returned  to  their  home  in  Edinburgh,  where  they 
occupied  a  flat  in  the  neighbourhood  of  St.  George's 
Square.  I  found  that  Mr.  Holliwell  was  away.  He 
had  gone  on  a  business  journey  to  the  Continent,  so  I 
wa3  informed.  But  I  saw  his  sister,  a  hard-featured 
lady  on  the  wrong  side  of  forty,  with  a  cynical  mouth, 
and  a  generally  soured  expression,  as  if  she  had  found 
life  a  mistake  and  one  long  disappointment.  She 
displayed  great  reluctance  to  talk  about  Jessie  Mac- 
farlane and  the  charge  hanging  over  her  head.  But  I 
gathered  that  Jessie  had  been  with  her  as  her  maid  for 
over  three  years,  and  she  had  not  a  single  complaint 
to  make  against  her.  She  was  very  much  shocked  when 
she  heard  of  the  charge,  and  she  thought  at  the  time, 
and  thought  so  still,  that  there  had  been  some  stupid 
blunder ;  and,  while  admitting  that  the  fact  of  the  girl 
being  found  in  the  room  was  a  very  awkward  one,  she 
was  of  opinion  that  it  was  capable  of  easy  explana- 
tion, though  she  would  not  venture  to  suggest  an 
explanation. 

I  left  Miss  Holliwell  with  a  decided  prejudice  against 
her.  She  seemed  so  cold,  unsympathetic,  and  withal  so 
reserved  that  it  appeared  as  if  when  she  spoke  she  spoke 
nothing  but  words,  and  the  thoughts  of  her  mind 
found  no  utterance.  This  remark  will  convey  a  word  of 
meaning  to  those  who  have  made  the  tricks  of  the 
human  mind  a  study. 

Of  course  I  was  more  than  anxious  now  to  see  Mr. 
Holliwell,  but  I  had  to  wait  some  days  before  he 
returned  from  the  Continent.  I  found  him  a  very 
striking  contrast  indeed  to  his  sister.     He  had  rather  a 
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coarse  face,  but  an  irresistible  and  fascinating  manner 
and  polished  mode  of  speaking  that  was  peculiarly 
pleasant  to  the  ear.  Ninety-nine  people  out  of  every 
hundred  would  have  pronounced  Mr.  Holliwell  a  really 
charming  man ;  and  charming  he  was  and  affable  to  a 
degree,  and  without  apparently  that  reserve  which  was 
such  an  unpleasant  feature  in  his  sister. 

He  received  me  with  a  degree  of  affability  and 
cordiality  that  was  quite  impressive,  and  he  displayed 
the  most  warm-hearted  sympathy  with  the  accused 
person. 

"  The  fact  is  she  is  rather  a  weak  woman,"  he 
observed,  with  a  pleasant  smile,  "  and  obstinate  to  a 
remarkable  degree.  She  has  always  impressed  me  with 
an  idea  that  having  made  up  her  mind  to  a  certain 
thing,  no  amount  of  reasoning  or  persuasion  would 
induce  her  to  alter  it." 

"May  I  suggest  that  there  is  a  contradiction  in 
terms  there  ?  "  I  remarked.  "  You  say  she  is  weak, 
and  yet  you  believe  she  has  such  a  strong  and  defiant 
will  that  nothing  can  warp  it  from  its  inclination." 

"  Oh  yes,"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  laugh,  "that  is  so, 
but  I  hold  that  her  strength  in  this  respect  is  her  great 
weakness." 

"  I  admit  the  nicety  of  your  argument,"  I  said, 
"  which  carries  with  it  a  very  logical  distinction ;  but 
are  you  prepared  with  a  suggestion  that  will  explain 
why  she  was  found  in  Major-Greneral  Hoy's  room  under 
such  suspicious  circumstances,  and  at  the  time  when  an 
amount  of  valuable  property  was  missing  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  prepared  with  any  suggestion,"  he 
answered,  with  a  laugh. 

"  Do  you  think  her  guilty  ?  " 

"I  have  an  open  mind  on  that  point,"  he  replied. 
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"  But  one  thing  I  feel  quite  clear  about,  and  'that  is  her 
acquittal  is  a  certainty." 

"  Why  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Because  there  is  no  convicting  evidence." 

"  How  do  you  support  that  statement  ?  " 

"  "Well,  firstly,  the  jewels  were  not  found  upon  her, 
were  they  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Nor  any  false  keys  ?  " 

"  True  again." 

"  And  yet  the  trunk  must  have  been  opened  with 
false  keys,  for  the  lock  was  intact." 

"  That  is  so." 

"  Very  well,  if  she  had  just  stolen  the  jewel-case 
when  she  was  found  in  the  room,  what  had  she  done 
with  the  jewels  ?     Where  were  the  false  keys  ?  " 

He  asked  this  with  a  triumphant  sort  of  chuckle,  as 
though  he  thought  it  effectually  clinched  his  argument, 
and  placed  the  whole  matter  out  of  the  range  of  further 
controversy. 

"  That  is  a  question  I  am  not  prepared  at  this  moment 
to  answer,"  I  said. 

"  Ah,  just  so  ;  but  in  the  absence  of  an  answer — and 
it  certainly  seems  to  me  that  no  answer  can  be  forth- 
coming— conviction  cannot  possibly  ensue,  and  the  girl 
will  be  discharged." 

"  A  result  that  you  will  be  gratified  with,  Mr.  Holli- 
well,"  I  suggested. 

"  Certainly  I  shall." 

"  And  in  that  case  will  the  girl  be  retained  in  your 
sister's  service  ?  " 

"  I  think  so.     Undoubtedly." 

So  far  my  object  in  interviewing  Mr.  Holliwell  had 
been  fulfilled,   and  I  saw   nothing   to   be  gained   by 
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prolonging  the  interview.  I  therefore  rose  to  go.  He 
put  forth  his  hand  with  great  affability  and  shook  mine, 
and  just  as  I  was  in  the  act  of  departing  he  exclaimed — 
"  By  the  way,  Mr.  Donovan,  I  suppose  you  haven't 
got  any  trace  whatever  of  the  missing  jewel-case  ?  " 

"  Not  a  trace,"  I  observed,  whereat  he  smiled,  and 
with  the  most  gracious  politeness  bowed  me  out ;  and 
as  I  descended  the  stairs  in  a  very  thoughtful  mood  I 
added  mentally  to  the  answer  I  had  made  to  him — "  I 
shall  get  a  trace  though,  and  discover  where  the  jewels 
have  gone  to." 

The  reader  will  probably  wonder  why  I  was  so 
definite  on  this  point  at  that  moment,  and  in  a  little 
while  I  shall  proceed  to  explain.  At  present  it  is  better 
to  work  the  narrative  out  with  a  due  regard  for  the 
proper  sequel. 

My  next  step  was  to  go  down  to  the  Bridge  of  Allan 
and  call  upon  the  landlord  of  the  hotel  in  whose  house 
the  robbery  had  been  committed.  I  asked  him  to  allow 
me  to  see  the  room  that  had  been  occupied  by  Major- 
General  Hoy  and  his  wife.  This  request  was,  of  course, 
readily  granted,  and  my  inspection  resulted  in  an 
important  discovery.  The  room  was  lighted  by  two 
windows,  one  of  them  being  a  long  French  window  that 
opened  on  to  an  iron  balcony,  and  the  balcony  com- 
municated with  the  adjoining  room.  This  offered  a 
solution  of  one  part  of  the  puzzle  at  least,  and  I  at  once 
asked  the  landlord  if  the  room  adjoining  the  Hoys'  was 
occupied  on  the  day  of  the  robbery.  A  reference  to 
his  books  proved  conclusively  that  it  was  not.  Here 
again  was  an  important  point  scored,  and  it  was  easy 
to  work  out  the  following  theory  : — 

Jessie  Macfarlane  had  opened  the  trunk  with  a 
duplicate  key  ;  had  abstracted  the  case  and  handed  that 
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and  the  key  to  a  second  person  in  waiting  on  the  balcony ; 
and  that  person  escaped  by  way  of  the  unoccupied  room. 
That  Jessie  failed  to  escape  was  due  in  all  probability  to 
her  hearing  somebody  coming,  and  deeming  it  too  late 
and  too  risky  to  rush  on  to  the  balcony,  she  had  dived 
under  the  bed.  Her  exit  from  that  dusty  retreat,  in 
which  she  must  have  been  very  cramped  and  uncomfort- 
able, as  soon  as  she  heard  Harriet  Shawcross  leave  the 
room,  proved  to  be  a  little  premature  and  unfortunately 
for  her;  for,  as  the  reader  knows,  Harriet  returned 
almost  immediately  for  the  keys  she  had  left  lying  on 
the  dressing  table.  I  ascertained  further  that  the 
weather  at  that  period  was  very  warm,  and  it  was 
exceedingly  probable  the  balcony  window  had  been  left 
open  for  the  purpose  of  airing  and  ventilating  the  room. 
Let  us  assume  this,  and  it  will  be  seen  that  all  I  have 
suggested  would  be  easy  enough. 

I  asked  the  landlord  if  he  had  had  any  previous 
acquaintance  with  the  Holliwells,  and  he  informed  me 
that  he  knew  nothing  about  them  before  they  came  to 
his  hotel  on  that  occasion.  As  their  boxes  bore  the 
labels  of  a  great  many  hotels,  he  concluded  that  they 
were  people  who  travelled  a  great  deal.  He  was  not 
particularly  impressed  with  Miss  Holliwell,  but  he  was 
greatly  charmed  with  her  brother,  who  was  a  general 
favourite.  In  reply  to  a  further  question  of  mine,  the 
landlord  gave  me  the  names  of  several  of  the  hotels 
mentioned  on  the  labels.  I  made  a  note  of  these. 
Amongst  them  were  a  Liverpool,  a  Manchester,  and  a 
London  hotel.  Selecting  these  three,  I  wrote  to  the 
respective  managers  asking  if  they  had  had  any 
complaints  of  visitors  in  the  hotel  being  robbed.  From 
Manchester  I  got  a  negative  answer  ;  but  from  Liverpool 
and  London  came  the  information  that  in  each  house 
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there  had  been  an  extensive  robbery  of  jewellery,  but 
though  every  effort  had  been  made  to  trace  the  thief,  it 
had  proved  unavailing. 

The  pieces  of  the  puzzle  were  now  fitting  in  admirably, 
and  I  was  more  confident  than  ever  that  I  should 
succeed  in  mastering  the  whole  thing,  and  exposing  a 
very  clever  system  of  felony.  As  Jessie  Macfarlane's 
trial  was  drawing  near,  Mr.  Fleming  displayed 
considerable  anxiety  to  know  what  I  had  done,  and  in 
the  course  of  a  conversation  I  had  with  him  I  said — 

"  I  am  gradually  solving  the  mystery,  but  as  I 
haven't  quite  succeeded  yet,  I  should  prefer  to  reserve 
my  statement  for  a  later  period.  But  there  is  one 
thing  you  can  make  up  your  mind  to,  Mr.  Fleming, 
and  that  is  Jessie  Macfarlane  is  not  quite  the  innocent 
lamb  she  represents  herself  to  be." 

"  But  there  isn't  a  scrap  of  evidence  against  her 
beyond  the  fact  that  she  was  found  in  the  room," 
exclaimed  Mr.  Fleming. 

"  I  agree  with  you  that  that  fact  alone  would  not 
suffice  to  secure  a  conviction." 

"  Then  Jessie  will,  of  course,  be  acquitted  of  the 
charge." 

"  Hardly  so,  I  think,"  was  my  reply. 

"  But  how  in  the  name  of  goodness  can  the  woman 
be  detained  if  there  is  no  evidence  ?  "* 

"  I  contend  that  there  will  be  evidence." 

"  Ah,  that  is  another  thing,"  remarked  the  lawyer 
reflectively.  "  It  implies,  of  course,  that  you  have  got 
hold  of  something.  I  confess  that  for  her  parents' 
sake  I  shall  be  very  sorry  if  Jessie  is  proved  guilty." 

"  I  think,"  said  I,  "  that  it  will  be  found  Jessie  is  not 
such  a  black  sinner  as  she  would  appear  now,  and  it 
may  become  a  nice  point  of  law  as  to  how  far  she  is 
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culpable.  My  own  impression  is  that  Jessie  is  much, 
more  a  fool  than  a  knave.  At  any  rate,  I  am  going  to 
see  her  again  to-morrow,  and  after  that  I  may  have 
something  important  to  communicate  to  you." 

On  this  understanding  I  left  Mr.  Fleming,  and,  in 
accordance  with  my  plan,  I  obtained  an  interview  on 
the  following  day  with  the  prisoner.  She  was  in  a 
somewhat  different  frame  of  mind  than  when  I  had 
seen  her  last,  and  before  I  could  say  anything  she 
exclaimed — 

"  Have  you  found  out  anything  against  me  ?  " 

The  tone  of  anxiety  in  which  this  question  was  put 
was  too  obvious  to  be  overlooked,  and  the  scared, 
appealing  look  in  her  eyes  gave  point  and  expres- 
sion to  her  tone.  It  was  very  evident  that  the 
imprisonment  had  told  upon  her.  She  was  less 
obdurate.  The  time  she  had  had  for  reflection  had 
probably  convinced  her  that  the  role  of  martyr 
was  not  quite  the  one  which  would  advantage  her 
most. 

"  I  have  not  found  out  much,"  I  said,  in  answer  to 
her  question,  and  at  that  I  saw  her  face  brighten  a 
little.  "  But,  now,  I  want  you  to  give  me  straight- 
forward replies  to  two  or  three  questions  I  must  put  to 
you,  and  you  may  rest  assured  that  it  will  be  to  your 
benefit  to  answer  me  truthfully  and  to  the  best  of  your 
knowledge." 

"  Well,  what  are  the  questions  ?  "  she  said,  with  a 
show  of  jauntiness. 

"  You  travelled  about  the  country  with  your  master 
and  mistress  a  good  deal,  did  you  not  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  You  were  in  Liverpool  with  them  ?  " 

"  I  was." 
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"And  London?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Is  it  within  your  knowledge  that  at  the  hotels  you 
and  they  stayed  in  Liverpool  and  London  robberies 
of  jewellery  took  place  ?  " 

"  No,"  she  answered  in  a  subdued  voice,  and  averting 
her  face  from  me.  And  I  felt  absolutely  sure,  as  sure 
as  a  man  could  be  who  had  nothing  else  but  appear- 
ances and  inferences  to  go  by,  that  she  did  not  speak 
the  truth. 

"  Very  well,"  I  said ;  "  now  tell  me,  did  you  ever  go 
on  the  Continent  with  Mr.  Holliwell  ?  " 

"  Never." 

"  But  you  are  aware  that  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
going  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Do  you  know  where  he  went  to  ?  " 

"  To  Antwerp,  I  believe,  and  sometimes  to  Amster- 
dam." 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  at  what  hotel  or  boarding-house 
he  stayed  at  in  either  of  these  two  places  ?  " 

She  looked  at  me  with  an  angry  flashing  of  the  eyes, 
and  asked  with  emphasized  indignation — 

"  How  do  you  suppose  it's  likely  that  I  know  any- 
thing about  my  master's  business  ?  " 

" I  may  suppose  a  good  many  things,"  I  said,  "and 
all  my  suppositions  be  wrong ;  but  if  you  will  take 
my  advice — and,  believe  me,  I  advise  you  in  your  own 
interests — you  will  not  withhold  the  information  I  seek 
if  it  is  in  your  power  to  give  it." 

She  tried  for  a  moment  to  look  hard  and  angry,  but 
failed  completely,  and,  overcome  by  her  feelings,  she 
burst  into  tears ;  sinking  down  on  the  stool  allowed  her 
for  a  seat,  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands.    I  allowed 
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her  a  little  breathing  time,  then  I  urged  her  again  to 
tell  me,  and  at  last  she  sobbed  out — 

"  When  he  was  in  Antwerp  he  used  to  stay,  I  have 
heard,  at  the  hotel  called  the — the — Dangle  something, 
I  forget  the  name  now." 

I  was  puzzled  at  first  to  know  what  the  "  Dangle  " 
might  mean,  but  suddenly  it  flashed  upon  me,  and  I 
suggested  "  D'Angleterre,"  whereupon  Jessie,  with  a 
sigh  of  relief  as  it  were,  said,  "  Yes,  I  am  sure  that  is 
the  name." 

So  far  my  point  was  made,  and  after  a  few 
admonitory  words  to  the  unhappy  young  woman  I 
prepared  to  go.  But  just  as  I  was  in  the  act  of 
leaving  the  place  she  started  up  with  a  distressed 
and  anxious  expression  of  countenance  and  exclaimed — 

"  Tell  me — oh,  do  tell  me  if  I  shall  be  kept  in 
prison  ?  " 

This  was  a  promising  sign.  It  showed  that  fear 
of  punishment  was  having  its  effect,  and  that  she  by  no 
means  viewed  her  future  prospects  with  that  equanimity 
which  she  had  displayed  during  my  first  interview  with 
her. 

"  Well,  Jessie,"  I  answered,  "  it  all  depends  upon  the 
measure  of  guilt  that  is  proved  against  you,  and  the 
course  that  you  yourself  may  adopt." 

"  But  they  can  prove  nothing  against  me"  she  cried, 
with  a  much  greater  show  of  anxiety  than  she  had 
hitherto  exhibited. 

"  If  you  depend  upon  that,  you  may  find  that  you  are 
leaning  upon  a  rotten  reed,"  I  answered  solemnly ; 
whereupon  she  once  more  sank  down  on  her  stool  and 
wept  bitterly,  and  I  deemed  it  advisable  to  leave  her  in 
that  state. 

The  succeeding  step  in  the  process  of  disentanglement 
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of  this  rather  knotty  case  was  a  visit  I  paid  to  Antwerp  ; 
for  the  reader  who  has  followed  me  thus  far  will  have 
no  doubt  determined  for  himself  that  such  a  step  was 
imperative  if  the  theory  on  which  I  was  working  was 
to  be  traced  out  to  its  logical  conclusion.  I  was 
prepared  to  learn  at  the  Hotel  d'Angleterre,  Antwerp, 
that  no  such  person  was  known  there  as  Mr.  Holliwell, 
but  when  I  exhibited  a  photograph  of  that  gentleman, 
which  I  had  taken  the  precaution  to  provide  myself 
with,  he  was  recognized  as  a  Monsieur  Hertois,  "  a 
French  commercial  traveller  in  the  employ  of  an 
English  firm."  On  this  hint  I  acted.  "Monsieur 
Hertois "  was  now  doubly  interesting  to  me,  for  in 
Monsieur  Hertois  was  embodied  the  person  of  Mr. 
Holliwell,  and  Mr.  Holliwell  was  without  doubt  a 
scoundrel.  By  piecing  little  details  together  I  was 
enabled  to  make  up  a  connected  plan,  as  it  were,  of 
this  gentleman's  movements  while  in  Belgium  ;  and  by 
this  plan  it  was  clearly  demonstrated  that  he  had 
disposed  of  various  parcels  of  jewellery,  one  of  which 
was  unmistakably  composed  of  the  various  articles 
stolen  from  Major- General  Hoy  during  his  stay  in  the 
Bridge  of  Allan  hotel. 

So  far  the  puzzle  was  all  but  complete,  and  I  returned 
to  Glasgow,  where  I  lost  no  time  in  acquainting  Mr. 
Fleming  with  my  success.  Before  laying  information 
against  the  polished  rascal  who  had  not  scrupled  to 
make  a  tool  of  the  silly  and  weak  girl  then  languishing 
in  prison,  Mr.  Fleming  hurried  off  to  see  Jessie  and 
acquaint  her  of  the  fact  that  Holliwell's  villainy  had 
been  unmasked,  and  that  if  she  wished  to  mitigate  the 
punishment  which  in  all  probability  would  be  appor- 
tioned to  her,  it  would  be  advisable  for  her  to  aid 
him  by  making  a  clean  breast  of  all  she  knew.     As 
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might  have  been  expected,  her  obduracy  broke  down, 
and,  weeping  penitently,  she  said  she  had  completely 
fallen  under  the  spell  Holliwell  had  woven  about  her. 
He  had  secretly  promised  to  marry  her  on  condition 
that  she  would  aid  him  in  his  nefarious  schemes,  and 
her  position  enabled  her  to  scrape  acquaintance  with 
servants  of  visitors  in  hotels,  whereby  she  found  out 
where  valuables  were  kept.  My  theory  of  the  robbery 
at  the  Bridge  of  Allan  turned  out  to  be  the  correct  one 
in  every  particular.  Holliwell  had  provided  her  with  a 
duplicate  key  of  the  trunk.  Then  she  had  abstracted 
the  jewel-case  and  handed  it  and  the  key  to  her  insti- 
gator, who  was  waiting  on  the  balcony.  She  had  no 
time  to  beat  a  safe  retreat  herself,  so  dived  under  the 
bed,  and  that  movement  proved  her  undoing,  as  well  as 
being  the  ultimate  means  of  stopping  Holliwell  in  his 
career  of  felony.  I  may  at  once  state  that  the  sequel 
of  this  little  story  is,  he  was  duly  tried  and  sentenced 
to  a  considerable  term  of  imprisonment.  When  the 
details  of  his  career  were  worked  out,  he  proved  to  be 
a  thoroughly  unprincipled  scoundrel,  whose  polished 
manner  and  good  address  had  served  him  in  good 
stead.  There  was  a  certain  fascination,  too,  about  him 
that  could  not  fail  to  make  such  a  woman  as  Jessie 
Macfarlane  an  easy  prey.  It  goes  without  saying,  of 
course,  that  she  was  pitiably  weak  and  lamentably 
foolish.  But  she  represents  a  large  class  of  silly  people 
who,  not  content  with  the  position  in  which  circum- 
stances have  placed  them,  aim  at  higher  things  for 
which  they  are  totally  unfitted,  and  find  when  too  late 
that  they  have  overshot  the  mark.  Example,  however, 
rarely  has  a  deterrent  effect,  otherwise  there  would  be 
few  wrong-doers  in  the  world,  and  it  is  hardly  to  be 
expected  that  Jessie's  fate  will  prevent   others   from 
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walking  blindly  into  the  net  which  is  ever  spread  to 
trap  the  unwary.  But,  if  I  might  be  allowed  to  add 
a  moral,  I  would  say,  better  a  thousand  times  honest 
poverty  than  ill-gotten  gains.  Nothing  could  be 
proved  against  Holliwell's  sister,  though  it  is  morally 
certain  that  she  could  not  have  been  entirely  ignorant 
of  the  course  her  clever  but  disreputable  brother  was 
pursuing.  As  for  bis  victim,  she  was  fortunate  in 
becoming  an  object  of  that  compassionate  sentiment 
which  is  so  often  displayed  in  a  Scotch  Court.  Being 
regarded  as  a  mere  tool,  and  having  already  suffered 
imprisonment,  she  was  discharged — a  wiser,  let  us  hope, 
if  not  a  sadder  woman. 

My  part  in  the  affair  being  ended,  I  went  back  to 
my  good  friends  at  Helensburgh  for  two  or  three  weeks, 
though  I  was  none  the  worse  for  the  little  excitement  I 
had  gone  through. 
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The  Dawn  of  Light  between  her  last 
Moments  and  Eternity. 

"As  clouds  of  adversity  gathered  around,  Marie  Antoinette  displayed  a  Patience  and  Courage 

in  Unparalleled  {Sufferings  such  as  few  Saints  and  Martyrs  have  equalled The  Pure  Ore  of 

her  nature  was  but  hidden  under  the  cross  of  worldliness,  and  the  scorching  fire  of  suffering 
revealed  one  of  the  tenderest  hearts,  and  one  of  the  Bravest  Natures  that  history  records, 

(Which  will  haunt  all  who  have  studied  that  tremendous  drama, 
THE   FRENCH   REVOLUTION.)" 

"  When  one  reflects  that 
a  century  which  considered  itself 
enlightened,  of  the  most  refined 
civilization,  ends  with  public  acts 
of  such  barbarity,  one  begins  to 
doubt  of  Human  Nature  itself, 
and.  /ear  that  the  brute  which  is 
always  in  Human  Nature,  has 
the  ascendancy  /"— Gower. 

"Power  itself  hath  not  one- 
half  the  Might  of  Gentleness." 

"She  who  Kocks  the  Cradle 
Hales  the  World" 

"Extinguish  all  emotions  of 
heart  and  what  differences  will 
remain?  I  do  not  say  between 
man  and  brute,  but  between  Man 
and  mere  inanimate  Clod  I " 

—Cicero. 

The  Unspeakable 

Grandeur  of  the  Human 

Heart. 

The  Drying  up  of  a  single 
tear  hasmore  HonestFame 
than  Shedding  SEAS  OF 
GORE  Hi 


All  Hope  of  Succour  but  from  Thee  is  Past! 


What  is  Ten  Thousand  Times  more  Horrible  than  Revolution  or  War  ? 

(^OUTRAGED    NT1LTXJRE 

"O  World  I  0  men!  what  are  we,  and  our  best  designs,  that  we  must  work  by  crime  to 
punish  crime,  arid  slay,  as  if  death  had  but  this  one  gate?"— Byrok. 

"What  is  Ten  Thousand  Times  more  Terrible  than  Revolution  or  War?  Outraged  Nature  ! 
She  kills  and  kills,  and  is  never  tired  of  killing,  till  she  has  taught  man  the  terrible  lesson  he 
is  so  slow  to  learn— that  Nature  is  only  conquered  by  obeying  her  ...  .  Man  has  his  courtesies 
in  Revolution  and  War ;  he  spares  the  woman  and  child.  But  Nature  is  fierce  when  sne  is 
offended ;  she  spares  neither  woman  nor  cUld.  She  has  no  ]  ity,  fpr  some  awful  but  most  good 
reason.  She  is  not  allowed  to  have  any  pity.  Silently  she  strikes  the  sleeping  child  with  as  little 
remorse  as  she  would  strike  the  strong  man  with  musket  or  the  pickaxe  m  his  hand  On  .  wouw 
to  God  that  some  man  had  the  pictorial  eloquence  to  put  before  the  mothers  of  England  the  mass 
ofpreventible  suffering,  the  mass  of  preventive  agony  of  mind  which  exists  in  iinglana  year  alter 
year."— Kingbiey. . 

MORAL.-Life  is  a  Battle,  not  a  Victory.  Disobey  ye  who  will,  but 
ye  who  disobey  must  suffer.  [gEE  0vKR 


LIGHT  *™»  DARKNESS. 

"It  is  very  characteristic  of  the  late  Prince  Consort — a  man  himself  of  the  purest 
mind,  who  'powerfully  impressed  and  influenced  ethers  by  sheer  force  of  his  own  benevolent 
nature— when  drawing  up  the  conditions  of  the  annual  prize  to  be  given  by  Her  Majesty 
at  Wellington  College,  to  determine  that  it  should  be  awarded  Not  to  the  Cleverest 
Boy,  nor  the  most  Bookish  Boy,  nor  to  the  most  Precise,  Dilieent,  and 
Prudent  Boy,  hut  to  the  Noblest  Boy,  to  the  Boy  who  should  show  the 
most  promise  of  becoming'  a  Large-Hearted,  High-Motived  Man."— Smiles. 

"  How  noble  in  reason !  how  infinite  in  faculty !  in  action  how  like  an  Angel  I  in 
apprehension  how  like  a  God." 

"SHAKESPEARE,  the  Greatest  Genius  who  has  ever  yet  lived,"  taught  the 

Divineness  of  Forgiveness,  of  Perpetual  Mercy,  of  Constant  Patience,  of 

Endless  Peace,  of  Perpetual  Gentleness.    If  you  can  show  me  one1  who  knew  things 
better  than  this  man,  show  him  !  1    I  know  him  not ! !    If  he  had  appeared  as  a  Divine, 

they  would  have  Burned  Him ;  as  a  Politician,  they  would  have  Beheaded  Him. 
"  He  Taught  that  Kindness  is  Nobler  than  Revenge ! ! 

The  Rev.  George  Dawsok,  M.A. 
"Earthly  power  doth  then  show  likest        And  that  same  pray  er  doth  teach  us  all  to 
God's  render 

When  mercy  seasons  justice,  The  Deeds  of  Mercy."— Shakespeare. 

"  And  such  is  Human  Lite ;  so  gliding  on, 
It  glimmers  like  a  meteor,  and  is  gone  1 " 
What  higher  aim  can  man  attain  than  conquest  over  human  pain  ? 

JEOPARDY  OF  LIFE,  THE  GREAT  DANGER  OF  DELAY. 

You  can  change  the  trickling  stream,  but  not  the  Raging  Torrent. 

WHAT  EVERYBODY  SHOULD  READ.— How  important  it  is  to  every  individual  to 
have  at  hand  some  simple,  effective,  and  palatable  remedy,  such  as  ENO'S  "  FRUIT 
SALT,"  to  check  disease  at  the  onset ! ! !  For  this  is  the  time.  With  very  little  trouble 
you  can  change  the  course  of  the  trickling  mountain  stream,  but  not  the  rolling  river.  It  will 
defy  all  your  tiny  efforts.  I  feel  I  cannot  sufficiently  impress  this  important  information  upon 
all  householders,  ship  captains,  or  Europeans  generally,  who  are  visiting  or  residing  in  any  hot  or 
foreign  climate.  Whenever  a  change  is  contemplated  likely  to  disturb  the  condition  of  health,  let 
ENO'S  "FRUIT  SALT  "be  your  companion,  for  under  any  circumstances  its  use  is  beneficial, 
and  never  can  do  harm.  When  yoa  feel  out  of  sorts,  restless,  sleepless,  yet  unable  to  say  why, 
frequently  without  any  warning  you  are  suddenly  seized  with  lassitude,  disinclination  for  bodily 
or  mental  exertion,  loss  of  appetite,  sickness,  pain  in  the  forehead,  dull  aching  of  back  and  limbs, 
coldness  of  the  surface,  and  often  shivering,  &c,  &c,  then  your  whole  body  is  out  of  order,  the 
spirit  of  danger  has  been  kindled,  but  you  do  not  know  where  it  may  end ;  it  is  a  real  necessity  to 
have  a  simple  remedy  at  hand.  The  pilot  can  so  steer  and  direct  as  to  bring  the  ship  into  safety, 
but  he  cannot  quell  the  raging  storm.  The  common  idea  when  not  feeling  well  is :  "I  will  wait  and 
see,  perhaps  I  shall  be  better  to-morrow,"  whereas  had  a  supply  of  ENO'S  "  FRUIT  SALT  " 
been  at  hand,  and  use  made  of  it  at  the  onset,  all  calamitous  results  might  have  been  avoided. 
What  dashes  to  the  earth  so  many  hopes,  breaks  so  many  sweet  alliances,  blasts  so  many  auspicious 
enterprises,  as  untimely  Death? 

"I  used  my  'FRUIT  SALT*  in  my  last  severe  attack  of  fever,  and  I 
have  every  reason  to  say  I  believe  it  saved  my  life."— J.  C.  ENO. 

ENO'S  "  FRUIT  SALT  "  prevents  any  over-acid  state  of  the  blood.  It  should  be  kept  in  every 
bedroem,  in  readiness  for  any  emergency.  Be  careful  to  avoid  rash  acidulated  salines,  and 
use  ENO'S  "  FRUIT  SALT  "  to  prevent  the  bile  becoming  too  thick  and  (impure)  producing  a 
gummy,  viscous,  clammy  stickiness  or  adhesiveness  in  the  mucous  membrane  of  the  intestinal 
canal,  frequently  the  pivot  of  diarrhoea  and  disease.  ENO'S  "FRUIT  SALT "  prevents  and 
removes  diarrhoea  in  the  early  stages. 


CAUTION. — Examine  each  Sottle  and  see  the  CAPSULE  is  marked  ENO'S 
"  FRUIT  SALT."  Without  it  youhave  been  imposed  on  by  a  worthless  imitation.  Prepared 
only  at 

ENO'S  "FRUIT  SALT"  WORKS,  LONDON,  S.E.,  by  J.  C.  ENO'S  Patent. 


[.July,  1P03. 
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CHATTO     &    WINDUS 

214,  Piccadilly,  London,  W 

ABOUT.— THE   FELLAH  :    An  Egyptian   Novel.     By  Edmond  About. 
■"■    Translated  by  Sir  Randal  Roberts.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

ADAMSlW."  "MVENP0TlT)rwMK"S3  YT~ 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  THE   DRAMA.    Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 

Playwrights,  Players,  and  Playhouses  of   the    United   Kingdom  and   America, 

Crown  8vo  half-bound,  12s.  Sd.  [Preparing, 

__  QUIPS  AND  QUIDDITIES.  Selected  by  W.  D.  Adams.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  8b.  6d. 

AGONY   COLUMN  (THE)   OF    "THE    TIMES,"  from  1800  to  1870. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Sis.  Oil. 


AIDE  (HAMILTON),  WORKS  BY. 

CARR  OF  CARRLYON.  | 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
CONFIDENCES. 


ALBERT.— BROOKE  FINCHLEY'S  DAUGHTER.     By  Mary  Albert. 

Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s.;  cloth  limp,  2s.  <id. 


PHILISTIA. 
BABYLON. 
STRANGE   STORIES. 
BECKONING  HAND. 


ALDEN.— A  LOST  SOUL.    By  W.  L.  Alden.    Fcap.  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  Is.  Od. 

ALEXANDER  (MRS.),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

MAID,  WIFE,  OR  WIDOW? |    VALERIE'S  FATE. 

ALLEN  (F.  M.).— GREEN  AS  GRASS.     By  F.  M.  Allen,  Author  of 
"Through  Green  Glasses."     Frontispiece  by  J.  Smyth.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  3s.  6d. 
ALLENTGRANT),   WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <5s.  each. 
THE  EVOLUTIONIST  AT  LARGE.      |    COLIN  CLOUT'S  CALENDAR. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <jd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  "boards,  2s.  each. 
■—-'•—  F0R  MAIMIE'S  SAKE.      I  THE   TENTS   OF   SHEM. 
IN   ALL  SHADES.  THE  GREAT  TABOO. 
THE   DEVIL'S  DIE.  DUMARESQ'S  DAUGHTER. 
THIS  MORTAL  COIL.        \ 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<I.  each. 
THE  DUCHESS  OF  POWYSLAND.      |      BLOOD  ROYAL. 
IVAN  GREET'S  MASTERPIECE,  &c.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.  Wood. 
DR.  PALLISER'S  PATIENT.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  6d. 

AMERICAN~LITERATURE,  A  LIBRARY  OF,  from  the  Eer'liesISettle- 

ment  to  the  Present  Time.     Compiled  and  Edited  by  Edmund  Clarence  Stedman 
and  Ellen  Mackay  Hutchinson.     Eleven  Vols.,  royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  £6  12s. 

ARCHITECTURAITSTYLES,  A  HANDBOOK  OF.     By  A.  Rosenga^ 

ten.  Translated  by  W.  Cqllett-  Sandars.  With  639  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6tl. 
ART  (THE)  OF  AMUSING  :  A  Collection  of  Graceful  Arts,  Games, 
Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades.  By  Frank  Bellew.  300 Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  4s.<>i[. 

ARNOLD  (EDWIN  LESTER),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WONDERFUL  ADVENTURES  OF  PHRA  THE  PHOENICIAN.  With  Introduc- 
tion by  Sir  Edwin  Arnold,  and  12  Illustrations  by  H.  M.  Paget.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THE  CONSTABLE  OF  ST.  NICHOLAS.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  Wood. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Od.   [Shortly, 

BIRD  LIFE  IN  ENGLAND,    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


ARTEMUS   WARD'S  WORKS.    With  Portrait  and  Facsimile.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. 

THE  GENIAL  SHOWMAN :  Life  and  Adventures  of  Artemus  Ward.    By  Edward 

P.  Hingston.    With  a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd. 

ASHTON    (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd.  each. 
HISTORY  OF  THE  CHAP-BOOKS  OP  THE  18th  CENTURY.    With  334  Illusts. 
SOCIAL  LIFE  IN  THE  REIGN  OF  QUEEN  ANNE.    With  85  Illustrations. 
HUMOUR,  WIT,  AND  SATIRE  OF  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY.    With  82  Illusts. 
ENGLISH  CARICATURE  AND  SATIRE  ON  NAPOLEON  THE  FIRST.    115  Illusts. 
MODERN  STREET  BALLADS.    With  57  Illustrations. 

BACTERIA,  YEAST  FUNGI,  AND  ALLIED  SPECIES,  A  SYNOPSIS 

**   OF.    By  W.  B.  Grove,  B,A     With  87  Illustrations,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '.in.  Gd. 

BARDSLEY  (REV.  C.  W.),  WORKS  BY.  " 

ENGLISH  SURNAMES:  Their  Sources  and  Significations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  G<1. 
CURIOSITIES   OF   PURITAN    NOMENCLATURE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

BARING  GOULD  (S„  Author  of  "John  Herring,"  &c),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
RED  SPIDER. I    EVE. 

BARR  (ROBERT :  LUKE  SHARP),  STORIES  BY.  Cr.  8vo,  ci.,  3s.  c.i.  e .. 

IN  A  STEAMER  CHAIR.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  Demain  Hammond. 
FROM  WHOSE  BOURNE,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations. 

BARRETT  (FRANK,  Author  of  ■•  Lady  Biddy  Fane,")  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ;  cloth,  2s.  Gil.  each. 


FETTERED   FOR   LIFE. 

THE  SIN  OF  OLGA  ZASSOULICH. 

BETWEEN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

FOLLY  MORRISON.  |  HONEST  DAVIE. 

LIEUT.  BARNABAS. 

LITTLE  LADY  LINTON. 


A  PRODIGAL'S  PROGRESS. 

JOHN  FORD;  and  HIS  HELPMATE. 

A  RECOILING  VENGEANCE. 

FOUND  GUILTY. 

FOR  LOVE  AND  HONOUR. 


BEACONSFIELD,  LORD.    By  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
BEAUCHAMP  —  GRANTLEY    GRANGE:    A    Novel.      By    ShelslS 

BeauChamp.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

BEAUTIFUL  PICTURES  BY~BRlTlSH  ARTISTS :  A  Gathering  from 

the  Picture  Galleries,  eneraved  on  Steel.     Imperial  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  tils. 

BECHSTEIN.— AS  PRETTY  AS   SEVEN,  and  other  German  Stories: 

Collected  by  Ludwig  Bechstein.  With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers  Grimm, 
and  g8  Illustrations  by  Richter.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d.;  gilt  edges.  7s.  Gd. 

BEERBOHM.—  WANDERINGS  IN  PATAGONIA ;  or,  Life  among  the 

Ostrich  Hunters.    By  Julius  Bkerbohm.    With  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  (id. 

BENNETT    (W.  C,   LL.D.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s.  each7 
A  BALLAD  HISTORY  OF   ENGLAND.    1  SONGS   FOR  SAILORS. 

BESANT  (WALTER),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  Gd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each;  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
ALL  SORTS  AND  CONDITIONS  OF  MEN.  With  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  CAPTAINS'   ROOM,  &c.     With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 
ALL  IN  A  GARDEN  FAIR.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  Furniss. 
DOROTHY  FORSTER.    With  Frontispiece  by  Charles  Green. 
UNCLE  JACK,  and  other  Stories  |  CHILDREN  OF  GIBEON. 

THE  WORLD  WENT  VERY  WELL  THEN.  With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
HERR  PAULUS:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall. 

FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F   Waddy 
TO  CALL  HER  MINE,  &c.    With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
THE  BELL  OF  ST.  PAUL'S. 

THE  HOLY  ROSE.&c.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard. 

ARMOREL  OF  LYONESSE  :  A  Romance  of  To-day.  With  12  Illusts  bvF  Barnard 
ST.  KATHERINE'S  BY  THE  TOWER.     With  12  page  Illustrations  by  C.  Gre^n.  ' 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each. 
YERBENA  CAMELLIA  STEPHANOTIS,  &c.    Frontispiece  by  Gordon  Brownf 

THE  IVORY  GATE:  A  Novel.  

FIFTY  YEARS  AGO.  With  144  Plates  and  Woodcuts.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra  5s. 
THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.  With  Portrait.  Cr.  8vo,  cl  extra  6s 
THE  ART  Olf  FICTION.    Demy8vo,  Is.  '  ' 

LONDON.     With  124  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra   ISs. 
THE  REBEL  QUEEN  :  A  Novel.    Three  Vols.^  crown  8vo'.  [Shortly. 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY. 


BESANT  (WALTER)  AND  JAMES  RICE,  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds„  3s.  each;  cl.  limp,  as.  6d.  each. 
READY-MONEY  MORTIEOY.  BY  CELIA'S  ARBOUR. 


MY   LITTLE  GIRL. 
WITH  HARP  AND   CROWN. 
THIS  SON  OP  VULCAN. 
THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY. 
THE  MONKS  OF  THELEMA. 


THE  CHAPLAIN   OF  THE    FLEET. 
THE   SEAMY  SIDE. 
THE  CASE  OF   MR.  LUCRAFT,   &o. 
'TWAS   IN  TRAFALGAR'S  BAY,  &c. 
THE   TEN   YEARS'   TENANT,   &c. 


%*  There  is  also  a  LIBRARY  EDITION  of  the  above  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely 
set  in  new  type,  on  a  large  crown  8vo  page,  and  bound  in  cloth  extra.  6«.  eaoh. 

BEWICK  (THOMASTaND  HIS  PUPILS.    By  Austin  Dobson.    With 

95  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

BTERCE^IN [THE  MDST  OF  LIFE  :  Tales  of  Soldiers  and  Civilians, 
By  Ambrose  Bierce.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

BLTCKBURNTS "(HENRYrART  HANDB OOKS.  ' 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  separate  years,  from  1875-1887, 1889-1892,  each  Is. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1893.     With  Illustrations.     Is. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1873-79.    Complete  in  One  Vol.,  with  6oo  Tllusts.   Cloth  limp,  6s. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1880-8J.  Complete  in  One  Vol.  with7ooIllusts.   Clothlimp.es. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  1877.    Gd. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  separate  years,  from  1878  to  1890,  each  Is. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82.    With  300  Illusts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp, 6s. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  II.,  1883-87.  With  300  Illusts.  Demy  8vo.  cloth  limp,  6s. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1888-1892.    With  numerous  Illustrations,  each  Is. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1893.     With  Illustrations.    Is. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  Vol.  I.,  1888-1892.    With  250  Illusts.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

ENGLISH  PICTURES  AT  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY.    114  Illustrations.     Is. 

OLD  MASTERS  AT  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY.     128  Illustrations.    Is.  6d. 

ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE  TO  THE  NATIONAL  GALLERY.    243  Illusts.  cl.,  »«. 

THE  PARIS  SALON,  1893.     With  Facsimile  Sketches.    3s. 

THE  PARIS  SOCIETY  OF  FINE  ARTS,  1893.  With  Sketches.  3s.  6d. 

BLAKE  (WILLIAM)  :  India-proof  Etchings  from  his  Works  by  William 
Bell  Scott.    With  descriptive  Text.     Folio,  half-bound  boards,  31s. 

BLIND  (MATHILDE).  Poems  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each. 

THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN. 

DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Ford  Madox  Brown. 

SONGS  AND  SONNETS.    Fcap.  8vo,  vellum  and  gold. 


BOURNE  (H.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS :  Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Com- 
merce.   With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  The  History  of  Journalism.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.,  35s. 

THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASHA  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  

BOWERS.— LEAVES  FROM  A  HUNTING  JOURNAL.      By  George 

Bowers.     Oblong  folio,  half-bound,  31s. 

BOYLE  (FREDERICK),   WORKS  BY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

CHRONICLES  OF  NO-MAN'S  LAND.    | CAMP  NOTES. 

SAVAGE  LIFE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  3s. 

BRAND'S  OBSE^VATIONS"-0Tr"POPlnJAR~ANTIQUITIES"rchieny 

illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.    With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  and  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ttd. 

BREWER  (REV.   DR.),  WORKS^T: 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.    Fifteenth  Thousand:     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:  being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader's    Handbook,"  separately  printed.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF   MIRACLES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7a.  6d. 

BREWSTER  (SIR  DAVID),  WORKS  BY.      Post  8vo  cl.  ex.  4s.  «d.  each. 
MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE :  Creed  of  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates, 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIENCE :  Galileo.Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kepler.  With  Portraits. 
LETTERS  ON  NATURAL  MAGIC.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

BRILLAT-SAVARlN.-GASTRONOMY"ASfA  FINE  ART.  By  Brillat, 

-     Savarin,    Trans}a(ed  by  R,  E,  AtfWJBspM,  M.A.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3«. 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY. 

LIBRARY  EDITION.    In  Seven  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
BRET  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
.Vol.     I.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.    With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.    II.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp — Bohemian  Papers — American  LegendSi 
Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts — Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.    |    Vol.  V.  Stories — Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol.  VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
Vol. VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope — II.    With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry  With  Introductory 
Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait  of  Author,  and  50  Illusts.  Cr.8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.8vo,  4s. Cd. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  THE  PIRATE  ISLE.  With  28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.    Small  4to,  cloth,  5s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fld.  each. 
A  WAIF  OF  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L  Wood. 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
COLONEL    STARBOTTLE'S   CLIENT,  AND   SOME    OTHER   PEOPLE.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
SUSY :  A  Novel.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  Christie. 
SALLY  DOWS,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  Almond,  &c. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
GftBRIEL  CONROY.  I    THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &C. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c.        |    CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  3s.  0«J.  each. 

FLIP.  I        MARUJA. I     A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE  SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  8vo.  picture  cover,  Is.  each. 
THE  TWINS  OF  TABLE  MOUNTAIN.    I      JEFF  BRIGGS'S  LOYE   STORY. 
SNOW-BOUND  AT  EAGLE'S. | 

BRYDGES — UNCLE  SAM   AT  HOME.     By  Harold  Brydges.    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

BUCHANAN'S   (ROBERT)    WORKS.      Crownlvo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each. 

SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 

THE  EARTHQUAKE ;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE  CITY  OF  DREAM :  An  Epic  Poem.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 

THE  WANDERING  JEW :  A  Christmas  Carol.    Second  Edition. 

THE   OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.     With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 

Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Vs.  6d. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 

THE   SHADOW  OF  THE   SWORD. 

A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece. 

GOD  AND  THE  MAN.  With  11  Illus- 
trations by  Fred.  Barnard. 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 
Witb  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.Cooper. 


post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
LOVE   ME   FOR  EVER.    Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.    Front. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE   HEIR  OF  LINNE. 


THE  WEDDING-RING.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo [Shortly. 

BURTON  (CAPTAIN).  — THE   BOOK    OF    THE    SWORD  :   Being  a 

History  of  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in    all  Countries,   from  the  Earliest  Times.     By 
Richard  F.  Burton.     With  over  400  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra.  33s. 

BURTON  (ROBERT):  = 

THE  ANATOMY    OF    MELANCHOLY:    A  New  Edition,  with  translations    of  the 

Classical  Extracts.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  Od. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  an  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Burton's 

Anatomy  of  Melancholy.     Post  8vo, cloth  limp.  3s.  6d. 

PAINE    (T.    HALL),    NOVELS    BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each; 
post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  Od.  each. 
SHADOW  OF  AJ3RIME.    |_  A  SON  OF  HAGAR.  |    THE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON    (COMMANDER)."  — THE    CRUISE    OF"   THE- ^BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.    By  V  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.,  C.B.    With  Two  Illustra- 
tions by  P.  Macnab.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.;  postSvo.  illustrated  boards   3s. 

C AMI RO1* 7MRSrHrL0VETT)7N0 VELSB Y.  Pes. s™, mUst. bdTssTeact 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN,  |    DECEIVERS  EYER. 
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CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS" ~ Wit h— Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  6tl. 
CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THOMAS  CARLYLE  AND  R.  W.  EMERSON,  1834  to  1872. 

Edited  by  C.  E.  Norton.    With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  34s. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland! 

With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<l. 
CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)" WORKS.    Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.    Vol.  II.,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne.    Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON.— A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVING^ 

Historical  and  Practical.    By  William  Andrew  Chatto  and  John  Jackson.    With 
an  Additi'onal  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn,  and  450  tine  Illusts.  Large  4t0.hf.-bd.,  3Ss. 

CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.    By  mTsThTrTHaweieT. 

With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  Demy8vo.  cloth  limp,  3s.  6«K 

CLARE,— FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS:  A  Tale  of  Tynedale.     By 

Austin  Clare.     Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  SJs. ;  clofh  limp,  tjs.  6<1. 

CLIVE  (MRSTA"RCHlR)7 NO VELS " B Y7~Po7t s vo7iii^rboards7a»7e7cb 

PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS    AND    DREAMS"       By    Edward    Clodd,    E.R.A.S. 
Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6tl. 

COBBAN  (J.  MACLAREN),  NOVELS~Fy\ 

THE  CURE  OF  SOULS.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
THE  RED  SULTAN.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


COLEMAN  (JOHN),   WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.    Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  34s. 
CURLY:  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  Illusts.  by  J.  C.  Dqllman.    Cr.  8vo,  el.,  Is.  Gri. 

COLERIDGE.— THE  SEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS.     By  M.  E. 

Coleridge.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  js.  6cl. 

COLLINS  (C.  ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER.     Post  8vo,  2s.  " 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.      |      YOU  PLAY  ME   FALSE.      |      A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
SWEET ANME  PAGE.  1  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  |  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  |  FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),   NOVELS  BY. 

Cr  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  t$s.6d.each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds., 3s.  each;  cl.  limp,  3s.  Oil.  each. 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
HIDE  AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. ,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
AFTER  DARK.    Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton.  |    THE  TWO  DESTINIES. 
THE  DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OF  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  F.  A.  Fsaser 
HO  NAME.    With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY  MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE  MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser., 
MAN  AND  WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MTSS  FINCH.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR  MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R' A. 
THE  NEW  MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  IVinhardt. 
THE  FROZEN  DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.    Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Haul. 
THE  HAUNTED   HOTEL.    Illustrated  bv  Arthur  Hopkins. 


THE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER. 
THE   BLACK  ROBE. 


THE   EVIL  GENIUS. 
LITTLE^  NOVELL. 
THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN 


HEART  AND   SCIENCE 

"I   SAY  NQ." 

A  ROGUE'S  LIFE. 

BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  by.W-Ai.mB  Besant,  and  Illusts.  bv  A.  Forfsi  iV  k. 

COLLINS  (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
JONATHAN  SWIFT  :  A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.  Crown  Svo,  dob  ext;  a 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


COLMAN'S  HUMOROUS  WORKS  :  "  Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Nightgown 

and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  of   George  Colman.     With  Life  b 
G.  B.  Buckstone,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«1 


and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  of   George  Colman.     With  Life  by 

"  a. 

COLMORE.-A  VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS.     By  G.  Colmore,  Author 

of  "  A  Conspiracy  of  Silence."     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY    INCH   A   S0LDIER7~O*3vii.      BTm7j: 

Colqufoun.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

COWALESCENinCOOKERY :   A  Family  Handbook.    By~CATHERiNE 

Ryan.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Xs.  6cl. 

CONWAY  (MONCURE  D.),  WORKS~BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEVIL-LORE.    65  Illustrations.    Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth  2S». 
A  NECKLACE  OF  STORIES.     25  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
PINE   AND   PALM:  A  Novel.     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY.   Fcap.  8vo,  Jap,  vellum,  2s.  Od. 

COOK  (DUTTON),  NOVELS  BY.  ~ 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  Od.;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards, 2s. 
LEO.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

COOPER  (EDWARD  H.)-GEOFFORY  HAMILTON.    Two  Vols. 


CORNWALL.— POPULAR   ROMANCES   OF   THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 

LAND  ;    or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.    Collected 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel^plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo,  cl., 7s.  (id. 

COTES.— TWO  GIRLS  0N_A^BARGEr_B7"vrCEciL_CoTEs.     With 

44  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid. 

CRADDOCK.— THE   PROPHET   OF  THE  GREAT  "SMOKY  MOUN- 
TAINS. By  Charles  Egbert  Craddqck.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. ;  cl.  limp,  2s. 6d. 

CRli:— ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAfFTREBEL.    By  MattCrim: '" "With 

a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

CROKER  (B.M.),   NOVELS   BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  SsTod.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2*.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od.  each. 
PRETTV  MISS  NEVILLE.  I      DIANA  BARRINGTON. 

A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE.      j_  PROPER  PRIDE. 

A  FAMILY  LIKENESS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 

"TO  LET,"  &c.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.<id. 


CRUIKSHANK'S    COMIC    ALMANACK.     Complete  in  Two   Series  : 

The  First  from  1835  to  1843  ;  the  Second  trom  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  ot 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
shank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  Od.  each 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 

CUMMINGTC.  F.  ^RDON)TWORKSBY.     Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  8s.  6d.  each. 
IN  THE  HEBRIDES.    With  Autotvpe  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations 
IN  THE  HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations 
TWO  HAPPY  YEARS  IN   CEYLON.    With  28  Illustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.    With  'Photogravure  Frontis.    Demy  8vo,  cl.  7s.  Od. 

CUSSANS.—  A  HANDBOOK"  OF   HERALD RYT  with   Instruction!  "for 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    By  John  E.  Cussans.    With 
40S  Woodcuts  and  2  Coloured  Plates.    Fourth  edition,  revised,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

CYPLES(W.)— HEARTS  ofGOLD.  Cr.Sv^cl^.Ss^d.;  pos7&Vo,bds'.,2s~ 
T)ANIEL.— MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN'TIMET  By  George 

"     Daniel.  With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  3s  Od 

DAUDET.— THE  EVANGELIST;  or,  Port  Salvatio^- By  Alphonse 

Daudet.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  Od. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards   2« 

DAVENANT.— HINTS  FOR  PARENTS~0N"THE"CH01CE"0'f~A"PRO^ 

FESSION  FOR  THEIR  SONS.   J3y  F.  Davenant,  M.A.    Post  8vo  Is.;  cl     Is   Oil 

DAViES~(DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BY.  "■■-'-— i 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Otl.  each 
ONE   THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS 
NURSERY  HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease 
FOODS  FOR   THE   FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Ciirq 
JUPS  TO  LONG  LIFE.    Crown  8vp,  2s.;  cloth  limp, 2s.  Oil, 
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DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  for  the  first 

time  Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grqsart,  P.P.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  12*. 

DAWSON.-THE   FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH :   A  Novel  of  Adventure? 

By  Erasmus  Pawson,  M.B.     Edited  by  Paul  Pevon.     With  Two  Illustrations  by 
Hume  Niseet.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  6<1. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

DEGUERIN.— THE  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.    Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.     With   a    Memoir   by  Sainte-Beuve.      Translated  from  the 
goth  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.  Fcap,  8vo,  half-bound,  2s.  Oil. 

DE  MAISTRE.-A_JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.     By  Xavier  de" 

Maistre.    Translated  by  HENRy  Attwell,     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6<1. 

DE  MILLE.— A  CASTLE  IN    SPAIN.     By  James  De  Mille.    With  a 

Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

DERBYTTHEJ^THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF :  A  Chronicle 

of  the  Race  for  The  Perby,  from  Piomed  to  Ponovan.     With  Brief  Accounts  of 
The  Oaks.     By  Louis  Henry  Curzon     Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

DERWENT7LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.   Cr.8vo.cl.,  3s.6d.  ea.;  post  8vo,bds.,2s.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS. I    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS. |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography. 
Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. — Also  a 
Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Mav fair  Library,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustrations 
by  C.  A.  Vanderhqqf,  Alfred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Pogmatlc.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.P.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.P.  With  an  English  Bibliography. 
Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

AUTHORS  AND   THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s.  6«I. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Pictionary.   By  F.Hays.    Cr.8vo,  cl.,  5s. 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Pictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ol- 
the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6il. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.    Translated,  with  AnnoTa" 

tions, from  Piderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le  Comedien,"  by  Walter  Herries  Pollock, 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.     Crown  8vo,  parchment,  4s.  Oil.  

I>OBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth.  6s. 
FOUR  FRENCHWOMEN.    With  4  Portraits.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s. 

DOBSON  (W.  T.)— POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICI- 

TIES.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. __ 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1.  each. 


THE  MAN-HUNTER.  |    WANTED! 

CAUGHT  AT  LAST! 

TRACKED  AND  TAKEN. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN? 


A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE   LAW. 
FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 
LINK  BY  LINK. 


SUSPICION  AROUSED.  [Shortly. 

Ctown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  61I.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  j 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1.  each. 
1HE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    With  23  Illustrations. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.    With  6  full-page  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne. 

DOYLE  (CONAN).— THE  FIRM  OF  GfRDLESTONE.     By  A.  Conan 

Doyle,  Author  of  "  Micah  Clarke."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6  J. 


8  BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 

DRAMATISTS,    THE    OLD.     With  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.8vo.cl.  ex.,  6s.  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.   Three  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.   From  Giffqrd's  Text.   Edit  by  CoI.Cunningham.  OneVol. 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.    With  in  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AN  AMERICAN   GIRL  IN  LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADYgKTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB.    Illustrated  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 

DYER.— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.    By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 

Dyer,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

PARLY   ENGLISH   POETS.     Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
tions,  bv  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 
FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.    One  Vol. 
DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 
HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    Three  Vols. 
SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)   COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols.   

EDGCUMBE.—  ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 

By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

A  POINT  OP  HONOUR.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

ARCHIE   LOVELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  gs. 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).-WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-oi-the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezer  Edwards. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

FELICIA.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

EGERTON.—  SUSSEX  FOLK  &  SUSSEX  WAYS.  ByRev.J.C.EGERTON. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wace,  and  4  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  5s. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.72s~. 
ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,   THE:  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 

Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;   with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.    By  C.  I. 
Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6a. 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES    OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Count   of  Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.    With  an  Autotype.   Crown  8vo,  cloth, 6s. 

EYES,    OUR  :  How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.     By 
John  BrowniSg,  F.R.A.S.    With  70  Illusts.    Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo,  Is. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

Bent,  A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6.1.  each! 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience.     Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations 

ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 
EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.   ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WAR:  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl,  Is.  6«I. 

FENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  NOVELS  BY.  ■—^—--  - 

THE  NEW  MISTRESS.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  «d.;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards    J« 
WITNESS  TO  THE  DEED.    Three  Vo's..  crown  8vo.  ' 
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FIN-BEC— THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS :   Observations  on  the  Art  of 

Living  and  Dining.    By  Fin-Bec.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

FIREWORKS,   THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING;  or,  The  Pyro- 

technist's  Treasury.    By  Thomas  Kentish.  With  267  Illustrations.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  5s. 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WORLD  BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  from  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.    Post  8vo,  cl.,  2s.  6d. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.4to.l9. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s 

Post  8vo,  illustr?ted  boards,  2s.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  |  LADY  OF  BRANTOME.I  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEYER  FORGOTTEN.    I  SEVENTY-FIYE  BROOKE  STREET. 
LIFE   OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck).    With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 
Doings,  and  Writings ;  and  Four  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 

FLAMMARION.— URANIA  :    A  Romance.     By  Camille  Flammarion. 

Translated  by  Augusta  Rice  Stetson.      With  87  Illustrations  by  De   Bieler, 
Myrbach,  and  Gambard.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

FLETCHE^MGiLES,  B.D.y~COMPLETE~POEMS  :  Christ's  Vktorie" 

in  Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  <>s. 

FLUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIDGE :   A  Series  of  Family  Letter! 

Post  8vj3,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

FONBXaNQUE (ALB ANY).— FILTH YLUCRE.  PostSvo, illust. bds.,  2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  |  QUEEN  COPHETUA^A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAVE? 
OLYMPIA.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  |  ESTHER'S  GLOYE.  Fcap.8vo,pict.  cover,  Is. 
ROMANCES  OF  THE  LAW.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
ROPES  OF  SAND.    3  vols.,  crown  8vo. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),   NOVELS  BY. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THE   LAWTON  GIRL.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,  A  HIS¥6Wl)F^Bv~lriWY  Van  Laun. 

Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  ?s.  6d.  each. 


FRERE.— PANDURANG  HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.     With  Pre- 
face by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

FrTsWELL(HAIN).— ONE  OF TWOVTNovel.  Post  8vo, illust. bds.,  2sT 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  |  LIYES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD  SHOWMEN  AND  THE   OLD  LONDON  FAIRS. 

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIEsT 

Showing-.their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Officials,  &c.  Edited 
by  John  Lane.    Published  Annually.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

GARDENING  BOOKS.      Post  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 
"   A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Practical  Advice  as  to  the 
Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glennv. 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    By  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.    By 

Tom  Jerrold.    Cro*n  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I   GREW  THERE.    By  Francis  G.  Heath. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

GARRETT.— THE  CAPEL  GIRLS:  A  Novel.    By  Edward  Garrett. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

GENTLEMAN'S    MAGAZINE,   THE.      Is.    Monthly.    In    addition  to 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature,  Science,  and  Art,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Syl- 
Vanus  Urban,  and  "  PAGES  ON  PLAYS  "  by  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  appear  monthly. 
\.*  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  yean  kept  in  stock,  8*.  6d,  each;  Cases  for  binding,  2s, 


BOOKS    HULJLISHLU    BY 


GENTLEMAN'S  ANNUAL,  THE.  Published  Annually  in  November,    is. 

The  1892  Annual,  written  by  T.  W.  Speight,  is  entitled  "THE    LOUDWATKR 
TRAGEDY." 

GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.       Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 

and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.     With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  21  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.    Square  8vo.  cjoth,  Gs.  Gd. ;  gilt  edges,  7w.  <i«l. 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  avo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  58s.  each. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM.    I    THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST.      |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs.  each. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF   GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD   SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING.  |  A  HARD  KNOT. 

QUEEN  OF  THE  MEADOW. 

IN   PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE.  |  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 

HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |  BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE).—  SENTENCED!    Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cl„  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 

DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.                        1    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 
THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.    | 

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.    Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Galatea — 
Charity— The  Princess— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series:  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts— Gretchen — Dan'l 
Druce — Tom  Cobb — H.M.S.  "  Pinafore" — The  Sorcerer — Pirates  of  Penzance. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — Iolanthe — Patience — 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

THE  ^GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN"  BIRTHDAY  BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.     Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.    Royal  i6mo,  Jap,  leather,  'if*.  Gd. 

GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.    With  2  Illusts. 
THE  FOSSICKER :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.     With  2  Illusts.  by  Hume  Nisbet. 

GLENNY.— A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE: 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.    By  George  Glenny.     Post  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Gd. 

GODWIN.— LIVES  ~OF~THE  NECROMANCERS.    By  William  God- 

win.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

GOLDENTREASURY    OF    THOUGHT,   THE :    An  Encyclopedia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  Od, 

GOODMAN— THE   FATE   OF   HERBERT  WAYNE.     By  E.  J.  GooD: 

man,  Author  of  "Too  Curious."    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  Gd. 


GOWING.-FIVE  THOUSAND  MILES  IN  A  SLEDGE  :  A  Midwinter 

Tourney  Across  Siberia.    By  Lionel  F.  Gowing.    With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
Uren,  and  a  Map  by  E.  Weller.     Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ?jls. 

GRAHAM.  — THE    PROFESSOR'S    WIFE:   A  Story       By  Leonard 

Graham.     Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

GREEKS    AND    ROMANSTTHE    LIFE- OFTHE,    described   from 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer. 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

GREENWOOD    (JAMES),    WORKS    BY.      Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extras.  Gd.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON.  |         LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY:  ~ 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.      With  8  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo 
cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  ' 

A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards  2s. 

GRIFFITH  — CORINTHIA  MARAZION  :    A  Novel.     By  Cec.l  Gri^ 

fith,  Author  of  "  Victory  Deane,"  &.c.    Crown  8vo,  clcth  extra,  .'J»,  <»«|, 
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JIABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies"),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  3s.  each ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
BRUETON'S  BAYOU. |         COUNTRY  LUCK. 

HAIR,  THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.  Trans- 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMASTgORDON),  POEMS  BY.   cr.  8vo,  ci.  ex   6s.  each 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
JffAIDEN   ECSTASY.    Smair4to,"cIo"th  extra,"  8s. 

HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH^HARACTER.    By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Cruikshank.    Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

HALLmAY~7Al^DR.).-EYE¥Y-DA"Y  PAPERS.    Post  8vo,  bds'lsr 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.    With  over  roo  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2».  <i«i. 

HANKY-PANKY :  Easy  Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4*.  <>«!. 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFICE7~2sT 
HARDY    (THOMAS). -UNDER    THE    GREENWOOD    TREE.       By 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  of  "Tess."  With  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations.   Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

HARPER.— THFBRIGHTON  ROAD  :  Old  Times  and  New  on  a  Classic 
Highway.  By  Charles  G.  Harper.  With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illus- 
trations.   Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  16s. 

HARWOOD— THE  TENTH  EARL.     By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HAWEIS   (MRS.    H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE  ART  OF  BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE  ART  OF  DECORATION.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN.    With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  till. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    Demy  8vo  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«l. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R..M.A.). -AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving,   Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Russell   Lowell,  Artemus   Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.    Third  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6a. 

HAWLEY  SMART. -WITHOUT  LOVE  OR  LICENCE :  A  Novel.    By 

Hawley  Smart.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6tl. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR    OLD    HOME      By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 

Annotated  with  Passages  from   the  Author's  Note-book,    and  Illustrated  with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo. illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


GARTH.  |   ELLICE  QUENTIN. 

SEBASTIAN  STROME. 
FORTUNE'S  FOOL. 


BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |        DUST. 

DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

THE   SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

MISS  CADOGNA.  |      LOVE— OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  8vo.  illustrated  cover,  Is. 

HEATH.— MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND   WHAT   I   GREW   THERE. 

By  Francis  George  Heath.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

HELPS    (SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 
IVAN  DE  BIRON :   A  Novel.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds„  2s. 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA  PAGE  :  A  Novel.     By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HENTY.—  RUJUB,  THE  JUGGLER.     By  G.  A.  Henty.    Three  Vols. 
HERMAN.— A  LEADING   LADY.      By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 

of  "The  Bishops'  Bible."    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.;  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 
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HERRICK'S    (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,  NOBLE    NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    With  Memorial- Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  18s. 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.  By  Dr.  Theodor 
Hertzka.     Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

HESSE- WARTETTG^^WlSTThe.lXnd  and  the  People.  By  Chevalier 
Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg.     With  21  Illustrations. Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ti«l. 

HILL.— TREASON-FELONY  :  A  NoveL  By^o!™  HiLlTTwo  Vols. 
HINDLEY  (CHARLES),   WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 

Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6«1. 
THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  3s.  61I. 

HOEY.—  THE  LOVER'S  CREED.  By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  Post8vo,2s. 


HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).— NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  8vo,  Is. 

Holmes. -the  science  of  voice  production  and  voice 

PRESERVATION.    By  Gordon  Holmes,  M.P.     Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT    OF    THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated   by  J.    Gordon 
Thomson.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. — Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE 
BREAKFAST-TABLE.     In  One  Vol.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  8s. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    WithTife 

of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9"s.  C<1. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.    With  85  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  printed  on 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

HOOD  (TOM).— FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arkasological  Narrative.  BvTomHood.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.     Square"  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  ©s. 

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS~WORKS  ;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.    With  Life   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  t*.  GA. 

HOOPER.— THE     HOUSE    OF    RABY  :    A  Novel.      By  Mrs.    George 

Hooper.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HOPKINS.— " 'TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY:"  A  Novel.     By  Tighe 

Hopkins.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HORNE.  —  ORION  :    An   Epic   Pbem.      By  Richard  Hengist  Horne! 

With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.     Tenth  Edition.    Cr.8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s. 

HORSE  (THE)  AND  HIS  RIDER  :  An"AnecdoticMedley.   By-Tic-T- 

manby."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <is.     , 

HUNGERFORD   (MRS.),  Author  of    "Molly  Bawn,"  NOVELS    BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1.  each. 
A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.   |   IN  DURANCE  VILE.   |  A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE. 

MARVEL.  |  A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

LADY  VERNER'S  FLIGHT.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

HUNT.— ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

&o.     Edited  by  Edmund  Ollikr.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd     2s. 

hunt  Tmrs7^i^reD)7novels"by:  ' 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oi!.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |    SELF-CONDEMNED.       |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.  "  Pos't  8vo7ilTustrated  boards,  2s. 
MRS.  JULIET.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

HUTCHISON.— HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKTNG.  By  W.  M.  HurcHTioN. 

With  25  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <><l. 

HYDROPHOBIA:   An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System;  Technlque^of 

his  Method,  and  Statistics.     By  Renaud  Suzqr,  M.B.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  <>s. 
IDLER  (THE)  :  A   Monthly   Magazine.      Edited  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome 
and  Robert  K.  Barr.     Profusely  Illustrated.    Sixpence  Monthly.— Vols.  I.,  II.,  and 
III.  now  ready,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each  ;  Cases  for  Binding,  Is.  C«l. 
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INGELOW  (JEAN).— FATED  TO  BE  FREE.  post  8vo,  illustrated  bis.,  2s. 
INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  One  of  Them.  Crown 8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
INNKEEPER'S  HANDBOOK  (THE)  AND  LICENSED  VICTUALLER'S 

MANUAL.    By  J.  Trevor-Davies.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  (i«l. 

IRISH  WIT   AND   HUMOUR, "SONGTOF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 
A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1. 

JAMES. -A  "ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     By  Charles 

James.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6«l. 

JANVIER. -PRACTICAL  KERAMICS  FOR  STUDENTS.  By  Catherine 

A.  Janvier.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (is. 

JAY  (HARRIETT),    NOVELS   BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEEN. |    THE   QUIiEN  OF  CONNAUGHT. 


JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  <i,I.  each. 
NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  |   THE  LIFE   OF  THE   FIELDS,  j   THE   OPEN   All*. 

%*  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second.Edi- 
tion.     With  a  Photograph  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

JENNINGS  (H.  J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6.1. 

LORD  TENNYSON:  A  Biographical  Sketch.     With  a  Photograph.    Cr,  8vo,  el.,  6s. 

JEROME.— STAGELAND.  By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illustra- 
tions by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Square  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  2s. 

JERROLD.— THE  BARBER'S  CHAIRT&THE ThEDGEHOG  LETTERS-. 

By  Douglas  Jerrold.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound,  2s. 

JERROLD  (TOM),  WORK'S  BY.  Post  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6.1.  each. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE:   A  Gossip  about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN :  The  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  8vo,cl.,ls,6d. 

JESSE.-SCENES  A*ND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse.    Post  8vo,  clotii  limp,  £s, 

JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.)TW0RKS  BY.    Cr.svo,  ci.  extra,  7*  6.1'"^ 

FINGER-RING  LORE:   Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal,      With  nearly:  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 

Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 

Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,'&c.    With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS:   A  History  of  Regalia.     With  100  111 nstratioVis. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited"  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
ham.   Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.    Translated  by  Whiston\ 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  01  the  Jews."     With  52 
Illustrations  and  Maps.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  12s.  6*1. 

KEMPT.—  PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By 
Robert  Kempt.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1.  

KERSHAW.  —  COLONLA.L    FACTS     AND     FICTIONS :     Humorous 

Sketches.    By  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6«1. 

KEYSER.  — CUT  BY  THE   MESS:   A  Novel?     By  Arthur  Keyse*. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6«l.  _ 

KlNGlRrASHE),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.  Sv"o7cT.73s:  6«1.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  bds.,  2s.  ea, 
A  DRAWN  GAME. I    "THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

PASSION'S  SLAVE.  |         BELL  BARRY. 

KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  Marquess  of  Lorne,  K.T.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.  6a, 
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KNIGHT.  — THE   PATIENT'S  VADE    MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Most 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.  By  William  Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
Kkight,  L.R.C.P.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

IAMB'S   (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,   in    Prose    and  Verse, 

including  "  Poetry  for  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dorus."  Edited,  with  Notes  and 
Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 
of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig.''    Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  7s.  6d. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  <><1. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
,by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap.  8vo,  hf.-bd.,  2s.  6<1. 

LANUOR.-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WTLLIAMSHTKS^ 

PEARE,  &c,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  1582. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  3s.  6d. 

LANE.— THE   THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in" 

England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane- Poole.  Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.each. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.   With  Illusts.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY :  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  of 
the  Cloth.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES.  |  THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),  WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5s. 
JEUX  D'ESPRIT.    Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 


LEYS  (JOHN). —THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,illust.bds.,2s. 

LIFE  IN  LONDON ;  or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor^ 
inthian  Tom,  With  Cruikshank's  Coloured  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  Cd. [New  Edition  preparing. 

LINTON    (E.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  clothUmp,  3s.  Gd.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES.  1         OURSELVES:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

BOWING  THE  WIND.  I    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  |    "MY  LOYE!"  |         IONE. 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.     I   PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. j 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         |         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 

FREESHOOTINQ :  Extracts  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  Lynn  Linton.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
3s.  6d. 

LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  fa.  fid. 

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.     By  Henry  W.  Lucy.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

LUSIAD  (THE)  OF  CAMOENS.  Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff.    With  n  Plates.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  IS*. 

MACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

TERESA  ITASCA.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is. 

BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

HR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  3s. 
EDNOR  WHITLOCK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  fis. 


MACDONELL.— QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.   By  Agnes  Macdonell. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m. p.),  "works  by. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  1880.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each.— Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1886,  in  Two  Vols., 
large  orown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ?».  Gel.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
— Also  a  Cheap  Pomjlar  Edition,  post8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1. 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE  SOUR  GEORGES.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
12s.  each.  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;   K>st  8vo,  illnst.  bds.,  2s.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  2s. 6d.each. 


THE  WATERDALE   NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 
MAID    OF  ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


THE  DICTATOR.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 

Praed.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

McCarthy  (justin  h.),  works  by. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols.,  8vo,  12s.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History,  1798-1886.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

HAFIZ  IN  LONDON:  Poems.      Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

HARLEQUINADE  :  Poems.     Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  8s. 

OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.- Crown  SvoTpicture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  Hmp,  Is.  6d. 

DOOM  I  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6<1. 

LILY  LASS:  A  Romance.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  ls» ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

THE    THOUSAND   AND    ONE    DAYS:    Persian    Tales.       Edited  by  Justin    H. 

McCarthy.    With  2  Photogravures  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Two  Vols.,  crown 

8vo,  half-bound,  12s. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case.  21s.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  2s.  6d.  each, 

Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple. — The  Gospel  Women. — Book  pF  Sonnets. — Organ  Songs. 

„    III,  Violin  Songs. — Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. — A  Book  of  Dreams.— 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |     Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„ VIII.  The  Light  Princess. — The  Giant's  Heart. — Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key.— The  Carasoyn.— Little  Daylight 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter. — The  Wow  o'  Rivven.— The  Castle. — The  Broken 

Swords.— The  Gray  Wolf, — Uncle  Cornelius. 
POETICAL  WORKS  OF  GEORGE  MACDONALD.     Collected  and  arranged  by  the 

Author.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  12s. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Edited  by  George  MacDonald.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
HEATHER  AND  SNOW:  A  Novel.    2  vols.,  crown  8vo. 

MACGREGOR.  —  PASTIMES    AND    PLAYERS  :    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.     By   Robert  Macgregor.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

MACKAYV=INTERLUDES  AND  UNDERTONES ;  or,  Music  at  Twilight. 

By  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MACLISE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 

ARY  CHARACTERS:  83  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

MACQUOID    (MRS.),    WORKS    BY.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.    With  50  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
PICTURES     AND     LEGENDS    FROM     NORMANDY    AND     BRITTANY.      With 

34  Illustrations  bv  Thomas  R,  Macquoid. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.    With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 
THE  EYIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories,    j         LOST  ROSE, 
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MAGIC  LANTERN,   THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions.     By  T,  C.  Hepworth,.   io  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  fid. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 

Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.     All  from  actual  Experience.    Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6cl. 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5s. 

MALLOCK  (W».  H.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  3s.  5  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

THE  NEW  PA¥L  &  YIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

POEMS.    Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH  LIYING?     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  <is. 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)  MORT    D' ARTHUR :  The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)    Edited  by  B. 

MoNTGQMERIE  RANKING.      Post  8vO,  Cloth  limp,  3s. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6tl.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  Get.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or,  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.    With  234.  Illustrations. 

(The  Two-Shilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE  GILDED  AGE.    By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.    With  212  Illustrations. 
THE  ADYENTURES  OF  TOM   SAWYER.    With  in  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  314  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE   ON  THE   MISSISSIPPI.    With  300  Illustrations. 

ADYENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 
A  YANKEE   AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Os. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.      With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst,  &c. 
THE  £1,000,000  BANK-NOTE,  and  other  New  Stories. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Including  his  Translations.  "  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <is. 

MARRYAT    (FLORENCE),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,3s7each~ 
A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.               I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN1   SESAME! |         WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.    Edited 

by  Col.  Cunningham.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  Os. 

MASTERMAN.-HALF-A-DOZEN    DAUGHTERS  :   A  Novel.      By  J. 

Masterman.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  By  Brander  Matthews. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  Sd. 

MAYHEW.-L0ND0N  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.     By  Henry  Mayhew.     With  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Cd . 

MENKEN.—  INFELICIA :     Poems  by  Adah   Isaacs   Menken.       With 

Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and  F.  O.  C.  Parley,     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Cd. 

MERRICK*— THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     By. Leonard  Merrick, 

Author  of  "Violet  Moses,"  &c.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.    By 

A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.    With  265  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6(1. 

MIDDLEMASS   (JEAN),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each.- 
TOUCH  AND  GO. |    MR.  DORILLION.  

MILLER.— PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Life; 

Human  Physiology,  with   its   application   to  the  Preservation  of  Health.     By  Mrs. 
F.  Fenwick  Miller,     With  numerous  Illustrations,    rpst  Syo.  clpth  ljpip,  2s,  (id. 
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MILTON  (J.   L.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,ls.  each;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 
THE  HYGIENE  OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  &c. 
THE  BATH  IN  DISEASES  OF  THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
THE  SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF  LEPROSY.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD?  Cr.8vo,ls. ;  cloth,  ls.6d. 
MITFORD.-THE    GUN-RUNNER:    A  Romance  of   Zululand.     By 

Bertram  Mitford.    With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.  Wood.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THAT  GIRL  IN   BLACK.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;   and  ALCIPHRON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 

PROSE  AND  VERSE,  Humorous,  Satirical,  and  Sentimental,  by  Thomas  Moore; 

with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron.     Edited  by  R. 

Herne  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  8vo,ilIust.  boards.  3s.;  cloth,  3s.  61I. 
THE   DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET:    or,  The  Valley    of  Gold.     With  Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barnard.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  5s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With 

12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  NOVELSHBY: 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 8vo, illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 


A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 
VAL  STRANGE. 


HEARTS.  I  BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 

WAY  OF  THE  WORLD  A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
A  MODEL  FATHER.  FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO.  I  CYNIC  FORTUNE. 


BOB  MARTIN'S  LITTLE  GIRL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Ocl. 

TIME'S  REVENGES.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra;  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.     With  13  Illustrations.      |      THE  BISHOPS'  BIBLE. 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<1. 

IJEWBOLT.— TAKEN  FROM  THE  ENEMY.    By  Henry  Newbolt. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  6d.     

NISBET  (HUME),  BOOKS- BY. 

"BAIL   UP!"    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s. 6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
DR.  BERNARD  ST.  VINCENT.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.    With  zi  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.    With  27  Illusts.   Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

NOVELISTS.— HALF-HOURS   WITH   THE   BEST  NOVELISTS  OF 

THE  CENTURY.  Edit,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell.    Cr.  Svo,  cl„  3s.  6d.  [Preparing. 

fl'HANLON    (ALICE),   NOVELS   BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each.;" 
^         THE  UNFORESEEN. |    CHANCE?    OR  FATE?     

OHNET  (GEORGES),  NOVELS  BY. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.    9  Illusts.  by  E.  Bayard.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  bds.,  3s. 
A  LAST-  LOVE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. ;  post  8vo,  boards,  3s. 
A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  boards,  3s. 

OLIPHANT    (MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

THE  PRIMROSE  PATH. |  THEJJREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND 

WHITELADIES.    With   Illustrations   by   Arthur  Hopkins  and   Henry    Woods, 
A.R.A.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

O'REILLY  (HARRINGTON) —LIFE  AMONG  THE  AMERICAN  IN- 

DIftNS:  Fifty  Years..on  the  Trail.    100  Illusts.  by  H.Frenzeny.    Crown  8vo,  3s.  6d. 

O'REILLY  (M"RS7).-~PH(EBE'S  FORTUNTSrT5osF8vo;muit7bdi7,"2sT 
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Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post8vo,  llust.bds.,  2s.  each. 


FOLLE-FARINE. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 

PASCAREL. 

TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES. 
SIGNA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS. 

PIPISTRELLO. 

A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 

IN  MAREMMA. 

BIMBI.  |      SYRLIS. 

WANDA. 

FRESCOES.   |    OTHMAR. 

PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 

GUILDEROY.  |  RUFFINO. 


OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
IDALIA. 
UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 

PUCK.  

BIMBI.    Presentation  Edition,  with  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 

Square  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.     Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s. ;  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 

Morris.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.     Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  'i». 

PAGE  (H.  A.),  WdffKSfBY^  ~ 

*■     THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Ss.  6d. 

ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  5s. 

PARLIAMENTARY  ELECTIONS  AND~ELECTIONEERING,  A  HIS- 

TORY  OF,  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen  Victoria.     By  Joseph  Grego.    A  New  Edition, 
with  93  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  od. 

PASCAL'S   PMVlMlALnLETTERS.     A  New  Translation,  with   His- 
torical  Introduction  and  Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  D.D.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  Ss. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.  With  Frontis- 

piece  by  Helen  Paterson.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  (itl. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  4s. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY^ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3».  each. 


LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 

WALTER'S  WORD. 

LESS   BLACK   THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER  ONE  ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORN. 

FROM  EXILE. 

THE   CANON'S  WARD. 

THE   TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 

HOLIDAY  TASKS. 

GLOW-WORM  TALES. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGE. 

THE   WORD  AND  THE   WILL. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 

THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCftPEGRACE, 

MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 

BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 

A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 

LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE  SON. 

A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 

CARLYON'S  YEAR.  I  CECIL'S  TRYST. 

MURPHY'S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  its.  each. 


FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A  MARINE  RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY.I  SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.      I      THE   BURNT   MILLION. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:  A  MEMORY.  |  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 

A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD. 

SUNNY  STORIES. 


A  TRYING  PATIENT,  &c.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id. 

IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:  Stories  of  Marine  Adventure.  With  17  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id. 

NOTES  FROM  THE   "NEWS."    Crown  Svo,  portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  (ill. 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,ci.,*s.6d.  each. 

PUCK   ON   PEGASUS.     With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES  OF  MAYFAIR.     Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKSTJY.    Post  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth,  Is.  (id.  each, 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  By  theAuthor    I    AN  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE. 
of  "The  Gates  Ajar."         |    BURGLARS  IN   PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.   Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.).  NOVELS  BY.  ~~        ~™ 

TROOPING   WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is, 
LADY  LOYELACE,    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
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PLANCHE  (J.  B..),  WORKS  BY.  ~ 

THE  PURSUIVANT  OF  ARMS.  With  Six  Plates,  and  209  Illusta.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  7s.  «<1. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  by  Mrs,  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,6s. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.    Translated  from  the 

Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and  a  Life    of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.    With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  lOs.  6d. 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Intro- 
duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  Gd. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MARIE   ROGET,   &c.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

POPE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

PRAED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),    NOVELS  BY.     Post  8vo,  Must.  bds..  2s.  ea. 
THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  STATION.      |  THE  SOUL  OF  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 
"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."  By  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, '6s. 


PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BYT^ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  Oil.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
VALENTINA.                 |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 
GERALD.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

PRINCESS   OLGA.— RADNA  ;   or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  1881.     By 
the  Princess  Olga.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  G*. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY: 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  lllusts.  Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ««l. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  8vo,  Gs. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  lOs.Gd. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
THE  UNIYERSE  OF  SUNS.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  6s. 
WAGES  AND  WANTS  OF  SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  8vo,  Is.  6d. 

PRYCE.—  MISS   MAXWELL'S   AFFECTIONS.     By  Richard  Pryce. 

Frontispiece  by  Hal  Ludlow.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d. ;   post  8vo,illust.  boards.,  3s. 

DAMBOSSON.—  POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 

xl  of  the  Institute  of  France.    With  numerous  lllusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  61I. 

RANDOLPH.— AUNT  ABIGAIL  DYKES:  A  Novel.    By  Lt. -Colonel 

George  Randolph,  U.S.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s.  6d.  each;  post8vo,  Must,  bds.,  2s.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  6d. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small. — Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  6d. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinwell.— Also  a  Cheap 

Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo,  portrait  cover,  6d. ;  cloth,  1*. 
COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEYER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH,    lllust  Helen  Paterson. 
THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY   OF   A   THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE.    lllusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 
HARD  CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.    Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 
PUT  YOURSELF  IN  HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    lllust.  by  H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green,  &c. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab, 
fiOOD  STORIES  OF  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.    lllust.  by  E.  A.  Abbey,  &o. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.    Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Reade. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David,  Paul,  &c.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette,  Is. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.     With  an  Introduction  by  Walter  Besant. 

Elzevir  Edition.  4  vols.,  post  8vo,  each  with  Front.,  ci.  ex.,  gilt  top,  14s.  the  set. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLE~S  READE.  Cr.  8vo,  buckram  Gd 
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RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6cl.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. each. 
THE  PRINCE  OP  WALES'S  GARDEN  PARTY.       |  WEIRD  STORIES. 

Post  8v0,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.                        HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.              THE  NUN'S  CURSE. 
FAIRY  WATER. IDLE  TALES.  

RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6d.  each. 
OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.    With  55  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    With  58  Illusts.  by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  &c 

RIVES  (Am61ie).—  BARBARA  DERING.     By  Amelie  Rives,  Author 

of  "  The  Quick  or  the  Dead  ?  "    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Major's  Edition.)    With 

37  Illustrations  by  George  Ceuikshank.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s. 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE  POETS'  BIRDS.  I  THE  POETS'  BEASTS. 

THE  POETS  AND  NATURE:  REPTILES,  FISHES,  AND  INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.   With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

ROLL  OF   BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  :  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 

who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
a.d.  1066-7.  With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.    Handsomely  printed,  5s. 

ROWLEY   (HON.    HUGH),  WORKSTY.      Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each.  ~~ 
PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE  PUNIANA.    Profusely  Illustrated.  

RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY.    Post  8vo,  bds.,  3s.  ea. ;  cl.,  2s.  6d.  ea. 
SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.         1    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND  SCHOLARS. [  

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  ea. 


ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIREf. 
IN  THE  MIDDLE  WATCH. 
A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE. 


A  BOOK  FOR  THE  HAMMOCK. 
MYSTERY  OF  THE  « OCEAN  STAR." 
THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE 


Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  ea. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6sl,  ea. 
AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.  |         MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 
ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA. 
ON  THE  FO'K'SLE  HEAD.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

^  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;    post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each.  < 

A  FE  LLOW  OF  TRINITY.    Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  Frontispiece. 

THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.  

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  6d.  each. 
THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART.      |         MODEST  LITTLE  SARA. 
THE  MASTER  OF  ST.  BENEDICT'S.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.^ 

SALA  (G.  A.). -GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.    Post  8vo,  boards;  2s. 
SANSON.— SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS  :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847). Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6cl. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BYi 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  8V0,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THE   LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |      THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS.  |    SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN MERRYWEATHER.    Post  8vo,  ilius'tratedboards,  2s. 
GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  «tl. 
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SCIENCE-GOSSIP.  Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted 
to  Geology,  Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry,  Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Physio- 
graphy, &c.  4(1.  Monthly.  Pts.  i  to  300,  8«l.  each ;  Pts.  301  to  date,  4d.  each.  Vols. 
I,  to  XIX,,  7s.  6(1.  each;  Vols.  XX.  to  date,  5s.  each.   Cases  for  Binding,  Is.  6(1. 

SCOTLAND  YARD,  Past  and  Present :  Experiences  of  37  Years.  By 
Ex-Chief-Inspector  Cavanagh.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

SECRET  OUT,  THE  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Ente7- 
taining  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "  Whits  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6(1. 

SEGUIN  (L~.  g7)7  wo~rks~by~ 

THE  COUNTRY  OP  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(1. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

SENIORIwM.).— BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN :  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.    With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.    Cr.  410,  6s. 

SHARP.— CHILDREN  OF   TO-MORROW  1~A  Novel.      By  William 

Sharp.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

SHELLEY.— THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND  PROSE  OF 

PERCY   BYSSHE    SHELLEY.     Edited,   Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  R.    Herne 
Shf.pherd.    Five  Voft,,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3s.  Gd.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols.: 

Vol.     I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with.Stockdale;  The  Wandering  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo;   Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;   The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion;  Hellas. 
Vol  III.  Posthumous  Poems ;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy ;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols.: 
Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Trvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  Lettersto  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
Vol.    II.  The  Essays ;   Letters  from  Abroad ;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARD  (R.  H.).— ROGUES  :    A   Novel.      Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6.1. 

SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  —  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

P.  tf.  SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols., demy  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 

SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.    With 

Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jokes.  10  Illusts.  Cr.8vo,  hf.-bound,  7s.  6«l. 

THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.  Post  8vo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  half-bound.  2s. 

SHERIDAN'S  COMEDIES:  THE  RIVALS  and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6d. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."    With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.B.  Grosart,  D.D.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  ISs. 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Otl. 

SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each:  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  eacfl. 


MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

TALES  OF  TO-DAY. 

DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustrations. 


ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS, 

THE  RING  0'  BELLS. 

MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS. 

TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greiffenhagen 

ZEPH :  A  Circus  Story,  &c. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:   being  Readings  and  Recitations  in 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  R.  Sims. 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  |         DAGONET  DITTIES. 
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SISTER  DORA :  A  Biography.    By  Margaret  Lonsdale.    With  Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  4d. ;  cloth,  6d. 

SKETCHLEY.— A  MAWhTn~THE  DARK."' bTaTthur  Sketchley . 

Post  8yo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

SLANG    DICTiONA^iT~(THE) :   Etymological,   Historical^  and  Anec- 

dotal.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d.  


SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6.1. 
TALES  OF  OLD  THULE.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 
THE  WOOING  OF  THE  WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

SOCIETY    IN    LONDON."   "By "A "Foreign   Resident;       Crown  8vo, 

Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  

SOCIETY   IN~PARTS  :    The  Upper  TeFThrJuTand"     ATSenesTfLetters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 

S0MERSET7^S0WS"0F  ~ADIEU7~  67 "Lord- JHenry- SomeIsT?; 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  Gs. 

SPALDING.—  ELIZABETHAN  'DMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  Belief 

in  the  Existence  of  Devils.     By  T.  A.  Spalding,  LL.B.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

SPEIGHTlTrWOrNOVELS"BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 


THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE. 
BY  DEYIOUS  WAYS,  &c, 
THE  GOLDEN  HOOP. 


HOODWINKED;     and    THE    SANDY- 
CROFT  MYSTERY.    [TRAGEDY. 
BACK  TO  LIFE.  |  THE  LOUDWATER 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 


SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.     By~M.  H.  Towry.     With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

STARRY    HEAVENS    (THEJI^aT^eticaITBirthday  Book.     Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

STXUNTONr— THE  XAwTTND^RACTICE"  OF  ""CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.   By  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

STEDMANliTC.),  WORKS  BY. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  9s. 
THE   POETS  OF  AMERICA.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 


STERNDALE.  —  THE    AFGHAN    KNIFE  :    A"  Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitage  Sterndale.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

STEVENSON  (R.  LOUIS),  W0RKS~BY7  To7t  8vo,  ci.iimp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

TRAYELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.     Seventh  Edit.    With  a  Frontis.by  Walter  Crane. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Sixth  Edition. 
THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.    With  a  Frontispiece.     Third  Edition. 
THE  MERRY  MEN.    Third  Edition.        |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Edition. 
MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Ediiion. 

VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE, and  other  Papers.    Seventh  Edition.     |     BALLADS. 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Eleventh  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
THE   SUICIDE   CLUB;   and   THE    RAJAH'S    DIAMOND.     (From  New  Arabian 

Nights.)    With  Six  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  5s. 
PRINCE  OTTO.    Sixth  Edition.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
FATHER  DAMIEN:    An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.    Hyde.      Second    Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper,  Is. 

STODDARD.  —  SUMMER  CRUISINGTNTHE  SOUTH  SEAS.     By 

C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  :1s.  6cl. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.    With  Notices  by  Helen  and 
Alice  Zimmern.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«l.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boarJs,  2s. 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul.    Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor- 
ence Marryat,  &c.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Eight  Illusts.,  6s.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s. 

STRUTT'S    SPORTS    AND     PASTIMES""OF-THE     PEOPLE    OF 

ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum- 
meries, Shows,  &c,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by 
William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

SUBURBAN'HOMESTtHE)  OF  LONDON  :  A  Residential  Guide.     With 

a  Map, and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accommodation.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6«1. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.   With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  fl«l, 

GULLIVER'S  TRAYELS,  and   A  TALE   OF  A   TUB.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT:  A  Study.  By  J.  Churton  Collins.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Sa. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C.)7W0RKS  BY. 


SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  A.  C. 

SWINBURNE.     Fcap.  Svo,  6s. 
ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.    Crown  8vo,  63. 
CHASTELARD  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  7s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  FIRST  SERIES.   Crown 

Svo  or  fcap.  8vo,  9a. 
POEMS     AND     BALLADS.       SECOND    SERIES. 

Crown  8vo  or  fcap.  8vo,  dB. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.   THIRD  SERIES.  Crown 

Svo,  7». 
SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  8vo,  10s.  6d. 
BOTHWELL  :   A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  12s.  6d. 
SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 
GEORGE    CHAPMAN.    {Sec  Vol.  II.  of  Q.  CHAP- 

HAN'S  Works.)    Crown  8vo,  6s. 


ESSAYS  AND  STUDIES.    Crown  8vo,  12«. 
ERECHTHEUS  :   A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6«. 
SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 
STUDIES  IN  SONG.    Crown  8vo.  7s. 
MARY  STUART :   A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  8s. 
TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.    Crown  Svo,  9». 
A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.    Small  4to,  8a. 
A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 
MARINO  FALIERO  :    A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6». 
A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 
MISCELLANIES.     Crown  8vo,  12s. 
LOCRINE  :   A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 
A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.     Crown  8vo,  7«. 
THE  SISTERS  :    A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 


SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :    In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in 

Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, and  Life  of  the  Author  by  J .  C.  Hotten.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  <><!. 

^INFSllISTORY  OF  ENGLISH TlTERATURE.  Translated  by 
Henry  Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols., large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

TAYLOR'S  (BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB :  Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

TAYL0R~(DR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  WORKSBY.    Cr.  8vo,  ol.  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 
THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.    With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  ioo  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.    With  366  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 

TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing  "  Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  '"Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,"  "  Plot  and  Passion."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD) :    A  Biographical  Sketch.      By  H.  J.  JenningsT 

With  a  Photograph-Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. — Cheap  Edition,  post  8vo, 
portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  #3d. 

THACKERAYANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«l. 

THAMES.— A   NEW   PICTORIAL  HISTORY   OF   THE   THAMES. 

By  A.  S.  Krausse.    With  340  Illustrations     Post  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  lid. 

THIERS.-HISTORY  OF  THE  CONSULATE  &  EMPIRE  OF  FRANCE 

UNDER  NAPOLEON.  By  A.  Thiers.  Translated  by  D.  Forbes  Campbell  and 
John  Stebbing.  New  Edition,  reset  in  a  specially-cast  type,  with  36  Steel  Plates. 
12  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each.    (First  Volume  ready  September,  1893.) 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  2*.  ea. 

THE  VIOLIN-PLAYER.  |         PROUD  MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.    Tost  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3*. 
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THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

_  duction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  48  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),   WORKS   BY.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d.  eac~h7 
THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.  M.  W.  TURNER.     Founded  upon 

Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends.     With  Illustrations  in  Colours. 
HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford,  M.A.  Illusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 

TIMBS    (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6.1.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE  IN  LONDON:  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 

ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos- 
tures, Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.    48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONYXNOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  '2s.  each. 
THE  WAY  WE  LIYE  NOW.  i    MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  |    MARION  FAY.  |    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.                              I    AMERICAN  SENATOR. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |    JOHN   CALDIGATE. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY.  " 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).— DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  svo,  must,  bds.,  8s". 
TROWBRIDGE.— FARNELL'S  FOLLY :  A  Novel.     By  J.  T.  TroW: 

bridge.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

TYTLER  "(C.   C.   FRASER-).-MISTRESS  JUDITH  :   A  Novel.     By 

C.  CJ'raser-Tytler.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gfl. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s, 

TYTLER  (SARAH),  NOVELS  BY: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELL.  |    THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 


WHAT  SHE  CAME  THROUGH. 
CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE. 
SAINT   MUNGO'S  CITY, 
NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 


BEAUTY  AND  THE   BEAST. 

DISAPPEARED. 

THE   HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 


yiLLARI.— A  DOUBLE  BOND.    By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture 

cover.  Is. 

WALT" WHITMAN,    POEMS     BY.       Edited,    with    Introduction,   by 
William  M.Rossetti.  With  Portrait.  Cr.8vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  Cs. 

WALTON   AND    COTTON'S- COMPLETE" "ANGLER :"f~o"r,  The  Con- 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  6i  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  Gd. 

WARD  (HERBERT),  WORKSHBYi 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH   THE   CONGO  CANNIBALS.     With  92  Illustrations  by  the 
Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  B.  Davis.  Third  ed.    Roy.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  J4x. 
MY   LIFE   WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.     With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller 
F.R.G.S.    Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

WARNER.—  A    ROUNDABOUT    JOURNEY^       By   Charles  Dudley 

Warner.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WARRANT  TO   EXECUTE    CHARLES  I.    A  Facsimile,  with  the  ™ 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in,     2s. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE   MARY    QUEEN   OF   SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  includin" 
Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.     2s.  ° 

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DAFFODILS.     Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Js.  Gd. 

THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAST  By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillias  Wassepmann 
3  vols.,  crown  8vo,  '     *'  " 


CHATTO    &   WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY.  25 

WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

WALFORD'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1893).  Contain- 
ing the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Families 
their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.    Royal  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  SOs. 

WALFORD'S  WINDSOR  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (1893). 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  Od. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1893).  Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of 
Lords,  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers,  &c.     32mo,  cloth,  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1893).  Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets 
of  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.    32mo,  cloth,  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1893).  Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights 
ot  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo,  cloth,  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1893).  Containing  a  List  of  all 
Members  of  the  New  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.    32mo,  cloth,  Is. 

WALFORD'S     COMPLETE     PEERAGE,     BARONETAGE,     KNIGHTAGE,     AND 
HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1893).    Royal  32mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5s. 
TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WEATHER,   HOW  TO  FORETELL  THE,  WITH  POCKET  SPE<> 

TROSCOPE.    By  F.  W.  Cory.    With  10  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  Od. 

WESTALL  (William).— TRUST-MONEY.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8ro~ 
WHIST.-HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO  WHIST.      By  Abraham  S.  Wilks 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.    New  Edition.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

WHITE— THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.    By  Gilbert 

White,  M.A.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  8s. 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 

WILLIAMSON  (MRS.  F.  H.).— A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.  With  259  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,ls.;  cl.,  Js.Od. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.  With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WINTER   (J.    S.),    STORIES   BY.      Post  8vo,   illustrated    boards,  2s.  each; 
cloih  limp,  2s.  Od.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE.  |  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Hardy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WISSMANN.-MY  SE^ND^JOURNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA.    By  Hermann  von  Wissmann.     With  §2  Illusts.     Demy  8vo,  16s. 

WOOD.— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     By  .Lady  Wood.     P~5st  8vo,  boards,  2s. 

WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.  Cr.Svo.Os.ea.ipostSvo.bdT^ 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL  ARMSTRONG ;  or,  Love  and  Theology.     By 

Celia  Parker  Wqqlley.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

WRIGHT   (THOMAS),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
CARICATURE  HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.    With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  &c. 
HISTORY    OF    CARICATURE  AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE  IN  ART,  LITERA- 
TURE, SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.    Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

WYNMAN MY  FLIRTATIONS.     By  Margaret  Wynman.    With  13 

Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 

VATES    (EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each.   " 
X    LAND  AT  LAST.  |         THE  FORLORN  HOPE.     1      CASTAWAY. 

70LA  (EMILE),  NOVELS  BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
THE  DOWNFALL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.    Third  Edition. 
THE  DREAM.    Translated  by  Eliza  Chase.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Jeanniot. 
DOCTOR  PASCAL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly,    With  an  Etched  Porirait  of 
the  Author. 
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LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED   IN  SERIES. 

*»•  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  'is.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.   Jacob  Larwood 
Jeuxd'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau:  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  Page. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.   By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 
A  Journey  Round  My  Room.   By  Xavier 

DE  MAISTRE. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridgment  of 

"  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.   By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Series. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 
Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.   By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  J.  Jennings. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 
Little  Essays:  from  Lamb's  Letters. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 
Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 
Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 
Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Selections. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections. 


THE  WANDERER'S  LIBRARY 
Wanderings  in  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.    By 

G.  Daniel.    Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.  By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6tl.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse- Wartegg.  22lllusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  ByE.P.  Hingston 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.   Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
Snow-bound  at  Eagle's.  By  Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    ByR.E.FRANciLLON, 
Sentenced!    By  Somerville  Gibney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.   Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  Hollingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James. 
Garden  that  Paid  Rent.    Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.    By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Teresa  Itasca.    By  A.  MacAlpine. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.   J.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom!     By  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 
Dolly.    By  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 


Lily  Lass.    Justin  H.  McCarthy. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    ByW.  Minto. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    ByjAs.  Payn. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Reade. 
Rogues.    By  R.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims. 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
Herbert  Ward. 


HANDY    NOVELS.      Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  0<I.  each. 
The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  A. St.Aubyn   I   Taken  from  the  Enemy.    H.  Newbolt. 
Modest  Little   Sara.      Alan  St.  Aubyn.    |   A  Lost  Soul.    By  W.  L.  Alden. 
Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.  M.  E.  Coleridge.  |  Dr.  Palliser's  Patient.  Grant  Allen. 
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MY    LIBRARY. 

Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper,  bound  half-Roxburgbe,  2s.  6<1.  each. 


Four  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dobson. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspeare.    By  W.  S.  Landor. 
The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerin. 


Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Reade. 

With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 
Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    Postsvo, 

The  Essays  of  Ella.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  John  Major, 

With  37lllusts.  byGEORGE  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  Thomas  Hood. 

With  8^  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy.    ByBRiLLAT-SAvARiN. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed,  E.  Ollier. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  3s.  each. 

White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 

Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The  Tale  of  a 
Tub.    By  Dean  Swift. 

The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 
Plays  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 

Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    J.  Larwood. 

Thomson's  Seasons.    Illustrated. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table 
and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table.     By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels,  many  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  S«.  <5d.  each 


By  F.  ill, 
Green  as  Grass. 


ALLEN. 


By  GRANT'  ALLEN. 


Philistia. 
Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 
In  all  Shades. 


The  Tents  of  Shem. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


Dumaresq's  Daughter.  |  Blood  Royal. 
The  Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Ivan  Greet's  Masterpiece. 

By  EDWIN  JL.  ARNOLD. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  AL A IV  ST.  AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  liOlLD. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  W.  BESANT  <fc  S.  RICE. 


By  Celia's  Arbcur. 
Monks  of  Thelema., 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years' Tenan 


My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft, 
This  Son  of  Vulcan, 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WALTER  BE  S  ANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room.    |     Herr  Paul 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair 
The  World  Went  Yery  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 


Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 


The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyon- 

esse. 
St.  Katherine's  by 

the  Tower. 


Ry  ROBERT   B ITCH AIVA IV. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.    |     Matt. 


A  Child  of  Nature. 
The  Martyrdom  of 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 


Heir  of  Linne. 
Madeline. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 


Ry  HALL  CAIIVE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  §on  pf  Hagar.     I  The  Deemster. 


MOKT.  «&  FRANCES  COLLINS. 

Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
Village  Comedy.     |  You  Play  Me  False. 
By  WILKIE    COLLINS. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
TCie  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"  I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  |  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 

New  Magdalen.  ,_. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  MATT    CRIM, 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 
Diana  Barrington.  I  PrettyMiss  Neville. 
Proper  Pride.  A  Bird  of  Passage. 

By  WILLIAM  CVPJLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE    D.llDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By   ERASMUS    DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAMES  BE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  LEITH  BERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |     Circe's  Lovers. 

By  DICK  DONOVAN. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE   EDWARDEg. 
Archie  Lavell. 

By  G.  MANVILLE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress. 

By  PERCY   FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

Ry  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Queen  Cophetua.  I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  I  King  or  Knave 

Pief.bySirBARTLE  FKERE, 
Pandurang  Harj, 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  EDWARD    GAitBETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  CHARLES  CMBBON. 
Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.    |  Of  High  Degree. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By   E.   CM.ANVII.IiE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.   |      The  Fossicker. 

By  CECIL   GRIFFITH. 
Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  THOMAS   II ABO  V. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET    HARTE. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client. 
Susy.  I      Sally  Dows. 

By  JUIilAIV  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  Dust. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Fortune's  Fool. 

Sebastian  Strome.    Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Iyan  de  Biron. 

By  ISAAC   HENDERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

By  Mrs.  ALERED    HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  |  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  E.LYNN  LINTON. 


lone. 

Paston  Carew. 

Sowing  the  Wind. 


McCarthy. 

Donna  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

Under  which  Lord? 

"My  Lover" 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HENRY    W.  JUICY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

Ry  JUSTIN 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours, 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  ACiNES   MAHJONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

Bf  HKBTKAM    DII'IFORJI. 
The  Gun-Runner. 

By  ».  CHRISTIE  JHEBAV. 
Life's  Atonement.      Yal  Strange. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  A  Model  Father. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular.    Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  MURRAY    &    HERMAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

Bv  HUME    NiSBET. 
"Bail  Up!" 

Bv  CKORUES    ©IINET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

Bv    llis.  ©I.IP II ANT. 
Whiteladies. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 
By  OUIBA. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.   |   Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.  I    Signa. 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 

By  MARGARET  A. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

Ry  JAMES   JPAVN. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Less  Black  than  We're  Painted, 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge 
The  Canon's  Ward, 


Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I   Rufflno. 
Pipistrello. 
AVillage  Commune 
Bimbi.     |  Wanda. 
Frescoes.  I  Othmar. 
In  Maremma. 
Syrlin.l  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 
PAUL. 


Holiday  Tasks. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the 

Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 

PRICE. 

I  The  Foreigners. 


Walter's  Word. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile, 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
Talk  of  the  Town 

By  E.  C. 
Yalentina. 
Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

By  RICHARD  PRICE. 
Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CHARLES  REABE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  .his  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 
nxvd  Cash.  I  Wandering  He'r. 

Pa*  Wofflngton.       |  A  Woman-Hater. 
C!-.fistioJohnstone.    A  Simpleton. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  Readiana. 

Foul  Play.  The  Jilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  BIBBED  I.. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  W.  CLARK    RUSSELL. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 

By  JOHN    SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamer3. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
By  KATHARINK   SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.  I  Heart  Salvage. 

The  High  Mills,        |  Sebastian. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  LUKE    SHARP. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair. 
From  Whose  Bourne. 

By  HAWLEY   SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  R.  A.  STEKNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA    THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Yiolin-player. 

By  FRANCES   E.  TROLIOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 

Br  IVAN  TUKGJKNIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 

By  ANTHONY  TKOLLOPE. 
Frau  Frohmann.     |  Land-Leaguers. 
Marion  Fay. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    |  Lady  Bell. 
Buried  Diamonds. 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 
The  American  Claimant. 
The  £1,000,000  Bank-note. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated 
By  ARTEMUS    WARD. 
Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EDMOND  ABOUT. 
The  Fellah. 

By  HAMILTON   AIDE. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |  Confidences. 
By  MARY  ALBERT. 
Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

Bv  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow?  |  Valerie'  Fate, 

By  GRANT  ALLEN, 


Strange  Stories.        The  Devfl's  Die. 
Philistia.  This  Mortal  Coil. 

Babylon.  In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 
For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shem. 
Great  Taboo.  |  Dumaresq's  Daughter. 

By    E.    LESTER   ARNOLD. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  |  The  Junior  Dean. 
By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
Folly  Morrison.  IHonest  Davie. 
Lieut.  Barnabas.lA  Prodigal's  Progress. 
Found  Guilty.  I  A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John  Ford ;  and  His  Helpmate. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 

By  W.  BESANT   &  J.  RIt'E. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.    By  Celia's  Arbour. 
My  Little  Girl.  Monks  of  Thelema. 

CaseofM'r.Lucraft.    The  Seamy  Side. 
Golden  Butterfly.      Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
BySHELSLE  Y  BEAUCIIAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 

By  AMBKOSE  BIERl'E. 
In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FREDERICK  BOYLE, 
Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land, 


boards,  SJs.  each. 

By  WALTER    BESANT. 
Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jac  c. 
Children  of  Gibeon.  |  Herr  Pau»  is. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  IVUn, 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's.  |  The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
St.  Katherine's  by  the  Tower. 

By  BRET    HARTE. 
Californian  Stories.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.  I  Flip. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  \  Maruja. 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  HAROLD   BRYDGES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT   BUCHANAN. 
The  Shadow  of  the  I  The  Martyrdom  of 


Sword. 


Madeline. 


A  Child  of  Nature.    Annan  Water. 
God  and  the  Man.  |  The  New  Abelard. 


Matt. 

The  Heir  of  Linne. 


Love  Me  for  Ever. 

Foxglove  Manor, 

The  Master  of  the  Mine 

By  HALL    CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince." 
By  Mrs.  LOVETT  CAJIEBOV. 
Deceivers  Ever.       !  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  AUSTIN   CLARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACLAREN   COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  ALLSTON   COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Fight  with  Fortune.  |  Village  Comedy. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |  You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar.   |      Frances, 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  WILK1E    COLLINS. 


My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter 
The  Slack  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  |  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
Miss  or  Mrs  ? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  M.  JT.  COLQUHOtN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  |  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By    C.  EGBERT    CRADDOOIi. 
Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  MATT    CRIM. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  M.  CHOKER. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville.  I  Bird  of  Passage. 
Diana  Barrington.     Proper  Pride. 
"To  Let."  I 

By  AVILLIA1II  CVPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE   BAUBET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 
By  ERASMUS  BAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAMES  BE   Mil, I.E. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  LEITH   DERWE1VT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  [  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  CHARLES   BICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

By  B1CK  DONOVAN. 
The  Man-Hunter.    |  Caught  at  Lastl 
Tracked  and  Taken.  |  Wanted  ! 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 
The  Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs, 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Received. 
Tracked  to  Doom.  |    Link  by  Link. 
By  Mrs.  ANNIE  EBWARBES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 
By  M.  BETHAM-EB WARDS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

By  G.   MANVILLE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress. 

By  PERCV  FITZOERALD. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.     I  Fatal  Zero. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
By  PERCY  FITZGERALB 
ami  others. 
Strange  Secrets. 

ALBANY    BE    FONBLANQ.UE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

~     ~    FRANCILLON. 

Queen  Cophetua. 
King  or  Knave? 
Romances  of  Lany, 


E. 


By  R 

Olympia. 
One  bv  One. 
A  Real  Queen. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  HAROLD  FREDERICK. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife. 
The  Lawton  Girl. 

Fret,  by  Sir  RARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  HA1JV  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 

By  CHARLES   GIBBON. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Flower  of  Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


Robin  Gray. 
Fancy  Free. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What     will     the 

World  Say? 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  Meadow. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By  ERNEST  GL  ANVIL  I.E. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  |  The  Fossicker. 
By  HENRY  GKEVILLE. 
A  Noble  Woman.      |  Nikanor. 

By  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.    |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANDREW  HALLIDAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

By  Lady  DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 
By  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOO. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool.         Beatrix  Randolph. 
Miss  Cadogna.  Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By    HENRY    HERMAN. 
A  Leading  Lady. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEL   HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 
By  Mrs.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIGHE    HOPKINS. 
'Twixt  Loire  and  Duty. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 
A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 
In  Durance  Vile.    I   A  Mental  Struggle. 
Marvel.  |    A  Modern  Circe. 

Ry  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model.  I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.    I  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  MARK    KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 
By  R.  ASHE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game.      I  Passion's  Slave. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 
Bell  Barry. 

By  JOHN  LB¥8. 
The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  I,YNN   LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball.     Paston  Carew. 
World  Well  Lost.      "MyLoYel" 
Under  which  Lord?    lone. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundaa. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 

By  HENRY  "W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  FJeyce. 

By  jcstin  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 

Hiss  Misanthrope.    Camiola. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  HUGH  MACCOLL. 
Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

By  AGNES  IHACDOHELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

KATHARINE    S.  MACQUOID. 

The  Evil  Eye.  I  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  H.  JIALLOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 

By  FLORENCE    HIARRVAT. 
Opent  Sesame!       |  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 
By  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  LEONARO   MERRICK. 
The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN  MIDDLE  MASS. 
Touch  and  Go.        |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  IHUDDOCH, 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 
Bv  B.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
A  Model  Father.        Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire.  Way  of  the  World. 

Val  Strange.  Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 

KrNlIKKA\    nml   HERMAN. 
One  Traveller  Returns, 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 

By  HENRY  MURRAY. 
A  Game  of  Bluff. 

By  HUME  NISRET. 
"Bail  Up!" 
Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent. 

By  ALICE    O'HANI.ON. 
The  Unforeseen.      I  Chance  ?  or  Fate? 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continutd. 

By  GEORGES  OIINET. 
Doctor  Rameau.      I  A  Last  Love. 
A  Weird  Gift.  I 

By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies.  |  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
By  Mrs.  ROBERT  O'RSILLV. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

By  OUIDA. 


Held  in  Bondage 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne, 


Two  Little  Wooden 
Shoes. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A    Village    Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma, 

Othmar. 

Guilderoy. 

Rumno. 

Syrlin. 

Ouida's     Wisdon, 
Wit,  and  Path  >s. 


MARGARET  AGNES  PAIL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 


£200  Reward. 
Marine  Residence. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
From  Exile. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 


Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

Married  Beneath  Hin , 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Pain  tod. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridja. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 

Sunny  Stories. 

By  C.  L.  PliJKIS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

Bv  EDGAR   A.  POE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 
By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 
The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
By  E.  C.  PRICK. 
Valentina.  I  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival.  |  Gerald. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  KICHAKU    PUVCE, 
Hiss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CH1BI.ES  BEADE. 
It  is  Never  Too  -Late  to  Mend, 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir.   |  Hard  Cash. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 


Peg  Woffington 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Foul  Play. 
A  Perilous  Secret 

By  Tttxp.  J.  H 
Weird  Stories, 


A  Simpleton. 
Readiana. 
A  Woman-Hater. 
The  Jilt. 
,  B1DDELL. 
|  Fairy  Water. 


Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
The  Nun's  Curse.  |  Idle  Tales. 
By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAMES  RUNCIMAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CLABK  RUSSEEE. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star." 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
GEOBOE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOIIIV  SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
By  KATHARINE   SAUNDERS!. 
Joan  Merryweather.  I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.  |  Sebastian. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  GEOKGE   R.  SIIUS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day.   |  Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph:  A  Circus  Story. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCIIEEY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  HAWLEV  SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop.  I  By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked,  &c.     |  Back  to  Life. 
The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 


Twb-SniLLiNG  Novels — continued. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDAEE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.  |   Prince  Otto. 
BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Gressida.  |  Proud  Maisie. 

The  Yiolin-player. 

By  WALTEB  THORNBURV. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

T.  ADOEPHUS   TBObLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  E.  EEEANOR  TROEEOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.         f  Mabel's  Progress. 
By  ANTHONY  TROEEOPE. 

Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Marion  Fay.  |  John  Caldigate. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 

Farnell's  Folly. 
By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  Sec. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  MARK   TWAIN. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer.  |  A  Tramp  Abroad. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTEEU. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TVTEER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disappeared. 
Saint Mungo'sCity.  I  Huguenot  Family. 
Lady  Bell.  |  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 
By  Mrs.  F.  H.  WILLIAMSON. 
A  Child  Widow. 

By  JT.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.       [  Regimental  Legends. 

By  H.  F.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  Lady  WOOD. 
Sabina. 

DELIA  PARKER  WOOEEEV. 
Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  &  Theology. 

By  EDMUND  YATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last. 
Castaway. 


OGDEN,   SMALE   AND   CO.   LIMITED,   PRINTERS,   GREAT   SAFFRON   HILL,   E.C. 


ESTABLISHED   1851. 

BIRKBECK    BANK, 

Southampton  Buildings,  Chancery  Lane,  London. 

TWO-AND-A-HALF  per  CENT.  INTEREST  allowed  on  DEPOSITS, 
repayable  on  demand. 

.     TWO  per  CENT,   on  CURRENT   ACCOUNTS,   on    the    minimum 
monthly  balances,  when  not  drawn  below  ^ioo. 

STOCKS,  SHARES,  and  ANNUITIES  purchased  and  sold. 

SAVINGS    DEPARTMENT. 

For  the  encouragement  of  Thrift  the  Bank  receives  small  sums  on 
deposit,  and  allows  Interest  on  each  completed  £i. 


BIRKBECK     BUILDING    SOCIETY. 

HOW  TO  PURCHASE  A  HOUSE  for  Two  Guineas  per^Month, 

BIRKBECK    FREEHOLD   LAND    SOCIETY 

HOW  TO  PURCHASE  A  PLOT  OF  LAND  for  Five  Shilling! 

per  Month. 
The  BIRKBECK  ALMANACK,  with  full  particulars,  post  free. 
FRANCIS    RAVENSCROFT,  Manager. 


CMCgET  f£0SB0RNE,BAUER  &  CHEESEMAN'S^  oyolito 


CRICKET 

TENUIS 

TENNIS 


SAMBULINE" 

&  ELDER  GLYCERINES*  HONEY  JEl-C<< 


CYCLING 
BOWING 
BOWING: 


An  Elegant  and  Harmless  Preparation  for  Improving  the  Skin, 
AGREEABLE  for  ALLAYING   IRRITATION  caused  by  HEAT, 

CHAFING  through  Exertion  or  Exposure  to  the  Sun,  at  Seaside, 

Fishing,  Cricket,  Tennis,  Cycling,  Riding  and  Rowing,  PRICKLY  HEAT, 

SUN  BLISTERS,  &c, 

ARRESTING  GNAT,  MOSQUITO   AND  INSECT  BITE  IRRITATION. 

Free  from  Grease  or  Stickiness, 


Prepared    only  by  OSBORNE,    BAUER   and    CHEESEMAN, 

Sole  Proprietors  of 

The  "  INCOMPARABLE  SMELLING  SALTS  "  (as  supplied  to  the  Queen), 

"BABY'S   SOAP," 

Specially  prepared  for  Children  or  Adults  with  Tender  Skin,  6d.„ 

"  BAUER'S  HEAD  (and  Bath)  SOAP,"  "  NAFATHA  SOAP  "  for  Tender  Feet,  4e„ 

19,  GOLDEN  SQUARE,  REGENT  STREET,  LONDON,  W„ 

Sold  by  all  Chemists  and  Stores  in  Metallic  Tubes,  It. 

Samples  post  free  from  the  Proprietors,  it  Stamps. 

[5931 


HENRY  BLACKBURN'S  ART  HANDBOOKS. 

Demy  8vo,  Illustrated,  uniform  in  size  for  binding. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  separate  years,  from  1875-1887, 
and  1889-1892,  each  is. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1893.  With  numerous  Illus- 
trations-   is- 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1875-1879.  Complete  in  One 
Volume,  with  about  600  Illustrations.    Cloth  limp,  6s. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  '1880-84.  Complete  in  One 
Volume,  with  about  700  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  6s. 

GROSVENOR   NOTES,  1877.    6d. 

GROSVENOR.  NOTES,  separate  years,  from  1878 
to  1890,  each  is. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82.  With 
about  300  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

GROSVENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  II.,  1883-87.  With 
about  300  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1888-1892.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.    Each  is. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1893.  With  numerous. 
Illustrations,     is. 

PICTURES    AT    THE    PARIS    EXHIBITION, 

1889.    With  100  Illustrations,     is. 

ENGLISH    PICTURES   AT  THE    NATIONAL 

GALLERY.     114  Illustrations,    is. 

OLD  MASTERS  at  the  NATIONAL  GALLERY. 

128  Illustrations,     is.  6d. 

AN  ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE  OF  THE 

NATIONAL  GALLERY.    With  Notes  by  H.  Blackburn 
and  242  Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

THE  PARIS  SALON,  1893.  With  over  300  Illus- 
trations.   Demy  8vo,  3s. 

THE  PARIS  SOCIETY  OF  FINE  ARTS,  1893. 
With  300  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  3s.  6d. 


London  :  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  214,  Piccadilly,  W. 


Sfr*****» ********* All    A.***** 

Sold  by  the  Principal  Druggists  at  Home  and  Abroad. 


■> 


< 


JACKSON'S  BENZINE  RECT. 


An  enchanter's  little  wand,  that,  on  being  fired,  becomes  to  the  receptive  as  a 
Medium  which  quickens  the  fancy,  be  its  mood  grave  or  gay,  kindly  leading  the 
captive  to  that  ladder  the  top  of  which  reaches  through  the  clouds  to  the  border's  of 

fairyland. 

JACKSON'S   RUSMA. 

**  At  Is. ;  by  Inland  Post  for  Is.  2d. 

For  Removal  of  Hair  from  the  Arms,  Neck  or  Face,  without  the  use  of  the  razor, 
as  well  as  Sunburn  or  Tan  from  the  Skin. 

WANSBROUGH'S  Metallic  Nipple  Shields. 

"  At  Is.  per  pair ;  by  Inland  Post  for  Is.  2d. 

LADIES  NURSING,  for  the  prevention  and  Cure  of  Sore  Nipples. 


Strangeways,  MANCHESTER. 

ISeries  BETA.}  1892. 


IT    R.  H,  PRINCE  ALBERT'S  CACHOUX. 

AA*  At  6d. ;  by  Inland  Post,  7d. 

Dainty  Morsels  in  the  form  of  tiny  silver  bullets  which  dissolve  in  the  mouth  *• 

and  surrender  to  the  Breath  their  Hidden  Fragrance.  •■ 


**         At  6d.,  Is.  and  2s.  6d. ;  by  Parcels  Post,  3d.  extra.  > 


-< 

■>  For  taking  out  Grease,  Oil,  Paint,  &c,  from  all  absorbent  fabrics.     Dress  or  K 

■>  Drapery,  Kids,  Books,  and  Manuscript  it  cleans  with  equal  success.  * 

-  TArxrcnxpc  rvifvmon    n;nmA»<i    r<i7iuri7MT  ► 


► 


JACKSON'S  Chinese   Diamond   CEMENT 

**  At  6d.  and  Is. ;  by  Inland  Post  for  Is.  2d.  ' 

For  Mending  every  article  of  Ornament  or  Furniture,  Glass,  China,  ► 

Earthenware,  &c.  ► 


> 


► 


JACKSON'S  INCENSE  SPILLS. 

**  At  6d. ;  by  Inland  Post  for  7d.  ; 

A  Sparkling  means  of  Incensing  a  Domicile  and  of  Exorcising  Evil  Smells  by       ► 
the  liberation  of  Ozone.    Of  special  value  in  the  Sick-Room, 


► 


"*  Sent  Abroad,  where  a  Post  Parcel  Service  is  open,  at  Current  Rates.  v 

1  K 

4  FROM   THE   LABORATORY   OF  k 

:  THOMAS     JACKSON,  f 


^ 


TWENTY  HIGHEST  AWARDS- 


PEARS 

SOAP    MAKERS 

Sy  Special  ^Appointment 


TO  HER 


MAJESTY 


THE  QUEEN 


AND 


HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS  THE 


/ICrT 


DifWA 


PRINCE  of  WALES. 


EDMUND  EWNS,  ENGRAVER  AND  PRINTER,  RACQUET  wOURT,  FLEET  STREET,  LONDON,  E.& 


